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6 His death 1s my plea, 
My advocate ſee, 
And hear the blood ſpeak that hath anſwer'd for n mes 
Acquitted I was 
When he hun 1 on the croſs, 


And by loling his life he hath carry'd my cauſe. 
HYMN VI. 
1 A H tell us no more, 


The Spirit and pow 'r 
Of Jeſus, our God, 
Is not to be found in the life- -giving food ! 


2 Did Jeſus ordain 
His ſupper in vain ? 
And furniſh a feaſt, 
For none but his earlieſt ſervants to taſte ? 
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3 Nay, but this is his will, 
(We know it and feel) 
That we ſhould partake 
The banquet for all he fo freely did make. * 


4 ?*Tis God we believe, 
Who cannot deceive ; 
The witneſs of God 
Is preſent, and ſpeaks in the myſtical blood, 


5 Receiving the bread, 
On Jeſus we feed: 
It doth not appear | 
His manner of working : but Jeſusi is here! ; 


6 © thatall men would haſte 
To this {ſpiritual feaſt: 
At Jeſus's word, 


Do this, and be fed with the love of their Lord! 
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7 T rue light of mankind, 
Shine into their mind, 
And clearly reveal 
Thy perfect, and good, and acceptable will. 


8 Bring near the glad day, 
When all ſhall obey 
Thy dying' requeſt, 
And eat of thy ſupper and lean on thy breaſt, 


9 To all men impart 


One way and one heart; 
Thy people be ſhown 
All righteous, and ſpotleſs, and perfect in one, 


10 Then, then let us ſee 


Thy glory, and be 
Caught up in the air, 
This heavenly ſupper i in heaven to ſhare, 


HYMN VI. 


Our journey purſue, 
Roll round with the year, 
And never ſtand till, till the maſter appear: 1 
His adorable will, 
Let us gladly fulkil, 
And our talents improve 
By the patience of hope, and the labour of love. 


2 Our life is a dream, 
Our time as a ſtream 
Slides ſwiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuſes to ſtay, 
The arrow 1s flown, 
The moment is gone; 
The millenial year 


Ruſhes on to our view, and eternity's hers | 


3 O that 


1 


3 O hat each in the day 
Of his coming may ſay, 
I have fought my way through, 
I have finiſh'd the work thou didſt give me to * 
O that each from his Lord 
May receive the glad word, 
Well and faithfully done 
* Enter into my joy, and fit down on my throne! 


HY-M N VIII. 


1 WA with our fears, 
| Our troubles and tears! 
The ſpirit is come, 
The witneſs of Jeſus return'd to his home. 
The pledge of our Lord 
To his heaven reſtor'd, 
Is ſent from the ſky, 
And tells us, our Head is exalted on n 


2 Our Advocate there 
By his blood and his pray'r 
The gift hath obtain” 4. 
For us he bath pray'd and the Comforter gon 'd 
Our glority'd head 
His Spirit hath ſhed, 
With his people to ſtay : 
And never again will he take him away. 


Our heavenly guide 
With us ſhall abide : 
His comfort impart, 
And ſet up his kingdom of love in our heart. 
The heart that believes, 
His kingdom receives, 
His pow'r and his peace, 
His life and his 3 joy's everlaſtin g increaſe, 


4 Thenletus rejoice 
| In heart and in voice, 


Our 


FEY 


Our leader purſue, 
And ſhout as we travel the wilderneſs through : 
With the Spirit remove 
To the Sion above; 
Triumphant ariſe, 
And walk with our God, till we fly to the ſkies, 


N . 


I J RAIS E be to the Father given, 
Chriſt he gave, Us to ſave, 
Now the heirs of heaven. 


2 Pay we equal adoration 
'To the Son: He alone 
Wrought out our falvation. 


3 Glory to th' eternal Spirit; 
Us he ſeals, Chriſt reveals, 
And applies his merit, 


4 Worſhip, honour, thanks and bleſſing, 
One and three, Give we thee, 
Never, never ceaſing. | 


HYMN X. 


x Es u 8, come, thou hope of glory; 
Purify Me, that I 
May with ſaints adore thee. 


2 Big with earneſt expectation, 
Still I fit, At thy feet, 
Longing for ſalvation. 


3 My poor heatt vouchſafe to dwell in: 
Make me thine, Love divine, 
By thy Spirit's ſealing, 


(9 ) 

Thou haſt laid the ſure foundation 
Of my hope, Build me up; 
Finiſh thy creation. 


From this inbred fin deliver; ; 
Let the yoke, Now be broke, 
Make me thine for ever. 


Partner of thy pere nature 
Let me be, Now in thee, 
A new, ſpotleſs creature, 


perfect when I walk before thee, 
Soon or late, Then tranſlate 
To the realms of Glory. 


HYMN XL. 


HO U very paſchal Lamb, 
Whoſe blood for us was ſhed, 
Through whom we out of Egypt came, 
Thy "ranſom'd people lead, 


Angel of -ofpell -grace, 
Fulfil thy character; 

To guard and feed the choſen race 
In Iſrael's camp appear. 


Throughout the deſart way 
Conduct us by thy light: 

Be thou a cooling cloud by day, 
A chearing fire by night. 


Our fainting ſouls ſuſtain 

With bleflings from above, 

And ever on thy people rain 
The manna of thy love. 
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HTI N III. 
$ O ME ye that love the Lord, 


Ard let your joys be known: 
Join ein a ſong with ſweet accord, 
While ve ſurround his throne. 


Let thoſe refuſe to fing, 
Who never knew our God: 

But ſervants of the heav? vly King 
May ſpeak their joys abroad, 


The God that rules on high, 

And a'l the earth ſurveys, 
That rides upon the ftormy ſky, . 

And calms the roaring ſeas : 


This awful God is ours: 
Our Father and our love 

He ſhall ſend down his 4455 'nly pow': rs 
To carry us above. 


There we ſhall ſee his face, 
And never, never fin : 

There from the 1ivers of his grace 
Drink endleſs pleaſures in. 


Yea, and before we riſe 
To that immortal ſtate, 

The thoughts of ſuch amazing bliſs 
Should conſtant } Joys create, | 


The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; ; 

Celeſtial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 


Then let our ſongs abound. 
And ev'ry tear be dry: 
We're marching through Immanuel's ground 
To tairer worlds on high, 
HYMN 


En 
HYMN XIII. 
1 ATHER, our hearts we lift 


Up to thy gracious throne, 
And bleſs thee for the precious gitt 
Of thine incarnate Son: 
The gift unſpeakable 
We thanktully receive, 
And to the world thy goodneſs tell, 
And to thy glory lire. | 


2 A peace on earth he brings, 
| That never more ſhall end: 
The Lord of hoſts, the King of kings 
Proclaims himſelf our friend : 
Aſſumes our fleſh and blood, 
That we his Spirit may gain, 
The everlaſting bon of God, 
The mortal Son of Man. 


3 His kingdom from above 

He doth to us impart, 

And pure benevolence and love 
O'erflow the faithtul heart. 

Chang'd in a moment, we 
The ſweet attraction find, 

With open arms of charit 
Embracing all mankind, 


4 O might they all receive 

The new-born Prince of Peace, 

And meek]y in his Spirit live, 
And in his love increaſe, 

Till he convey us home, 
Cry erery foul aloud, 

Come, thou deſire of nations, come, 
And take us all to God ! 


B 2 HYMN. 
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From hel!'s oppreſſive pow'r 
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HYMN XIV. 


ES U, my Lord, attend 

| Thy feeble creature*s cry; 

And ſhew thyſelf the finner's friend, 
And ſet me up on high. 


My itruggling ſoul releaſe ; 


And to thy Father's grace reſtore, 


And to thy perfect peace. 
Thy blood and righteouſneſs 


I make my only plea; 
My preſent and eternal peace 
Are both deriy'd from thee, 
Rivers of life divine 
From thee, their fountain, flow 
And all who know that love of thine 
The joy of angels know. 


Come then, impute, impart 
To me thy righteouſneſs, 
And let me taſte how good thou art, 
How full of truth and grace: 
That thou canſt here forgive, 
Grant me to teſtify, 
And juſtify'd by faith to live, 
And in that faith to die. 


HYMN XV. 


H O in the Lord confide, 
And feel his ſprinkled blood 

In ſtorms and hurricanes abide 

Firm as the mount of God: 
Stedfaſt, and fixt, and ſure, 

His Sion cannot move: 
His faithful people ſtand ſecure 

In Jeiu's guardian love. 


3 


2 As round jeruſalem | 

The hilly bulwarks riſe, 

So God protects and covers them 
Fr om all their enemies. 

On ev'ry fide he ſtands, 

And for his Iſrael cares; 

And ſafe in his almighty hands 
Their ſouls for ever bears. 


HY MN XVI. 


1 | OD of almighty love, 

By whoſe ſufficient grace 

I lift my heart to things above, 
And humbly ſeek thy face; 
Through Jeſus Chriit, the juſt, 
My faint delires receive; 

And bid me in thy goodueſs truſt, 
And ro thy glory live. | 


2 Whate'er I think or do, 
Thy glory be my aim ; 
My oft *rings all be ofter'd through 
The ever bleſſed name: 
Jeſu, my fingle eye 
Be fixt on thee alone; 
hy name be prais'd on earth, on high, 


Thy will by all be done. 


H * M N XVII. 


1 E imple ſouls, that ſtray 

Far trom the path of peace, 
(That unfrequented way 
To life and happineſs :) 
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How long will ye your folly love, 
And throng the downward road, 

And hate the wiſdom from above, 

And mock the ſons of God? 


Madneſs and miſery 
Ye count our life beneath, 
And nothing great can ſee, 
Or glorious, in our death: 
As born to ſuffer and to grieve, 
Beneath your feet we lie, 


And utterly condemn'd we live, 


And unlamented die. 


Poor penſive ſojourners, 
O'erwhelm'd with grief and woes, 
Perplex'd with needleſs fears, 
— pleaſure's mortal foes; 

More irkſome than a gaping tomb, 
Our fight ye cannot bear, 


Wrapt in the melancholy gloom 


Ot fanciful deſpair. 


Zo wretched and obſcure, 
The men whom ye deſpiſe, 
50 tooliſh weak and poor, 
Above your ſcorn we riſe : 
Our conſcience in the Holy Ghoſt 
Can witneſs better things ; 
For he, whoſe blood is all our boaſt, 
Hath made us prieſts and kings. 


Riches unſearchable 

In Jeſu's love we know, 

And pleaſures, from the well 

Ot life, our ſouls oferflow ; 
From him the Spirit we receive 

Of . wiſdom grace and pow'r, 
And always ſorrowful we live, 
Rejoictng evermore, 
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Angels our ſervants are, 
And keep in all our ways, 
And in their hands they bear 
The ſacred ſons of grace; 

Our guardians to that heavenly bliſs, 
They all our ſteps attend ; 

And God himſelf our father i is, 
And Jeſus is our friend. 


With him we walk in white, 
We in his image ſhine, 
Our robes are robes of light, 
Our righteouſneſs divine; 
On all the grov'ling kings of earth 
With pity we look down, | 
And claim, in virtue of our birth, 
A never-fading crown. 


HT MN XVIII. 


8 of God, thy bleſſing grant: 
Still ſupply our ev*ry want: 


Tree of life, thy influence ſhed, 


With thy ſap my ſpirit feed. 


Tendereſt branch, alas! am I, 
Wither without thee, and die, 
Weak as helpleſs infancy ; 

O confirm my ſoul in thee. 


Unſuſtain'd by thee I fall; 
Send the help for which I call : 
Weaker than a bruiſed reed, 
Help I ev 'ry moment need. 


All my hopes on thee depend ; 
Love me, ſave me to the end; 
Give me the continuing grace; 
Take the everlaſting praiſe, 


HYMN 
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HYMN XIX. 


N Thou holy Lamb divine, 
How canft thou and hnners join ? 


God of fpotleſs purity, 


How ſhall man concur with thee ? 


Offer up one ſacrifice, 

Acceptable to the ſkies ? 

What ſhall wretched mortals bring 
Pleaſing to the glorious King? 


Only fin we call our own : 
But thou art the darling Son : 


_ Thane it is our God tappeaſe ; 


Him thou doſt for ever pleaſe. 


we on thee alone depend, 


With thy ſacrifice aſcend ; 
Render what thy grace hath given ; 
Lift with thee our ſouls to heaven. 


HYMN XX. 
T T OLY Lamb, who thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live, 


Day and night they cry to thee, 
As thou art, ſo let us be. 


Jeſu, ſee my panting breaſt, 


See I pant in thee to reſt; 
Gladly would I now be clean; 
Cleanſe me now from ev'ry ſin. 


Fix, O fix my wav'ring mind; 


To thy croſs my ſpirit bind: 


Earthly paſſions far remove 
Swallow up my ſoul in love. 


4 Duſt 
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Duſt and aſhes though we be, 
Full of fin and miſery, 


Thine we are, thou Son of God: 
Take the purchaſe of chy blood } 


Boundleſs wiſdom, pow'r divine, 
Love unſpeakable are thine: _ 
Praiſe by all to thee be giv'n, 
Sons of earth and hoſts of heav' n. 


HYMN RE: 


ORD, if thou the grace TY 
Poor in ſpirit, meek in heart, 
I ſhall as my Maſter be, 


Rooted in humility. 


From the time that thee I know 
Nothing ſhall I feek below; 
Aim at nothing, great or high, 
Lowly both my heart and eye : 


Simple, teachable and mild, 


Aw'd into a little child : 


Quiet now without my food, 
Wean'd from ev'ry creature good. 


Hangs my new - born ſoul on thee, 
Kept from all idolatry ; 

Nothing wants, beneath, above, 
Happy, Happy in thy love. 


O that all may ſeek and find 
Ev'ry good in ſeſus join'd ! 
Him let Iſrael ſtill adore; 
Truſt him, praiſe him evermore. 


HYMN 
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HY MN XXII. 


ORD and God of heavenly pow'rs, 
'Theirs, yet O! benignly ours: 
Glorious King, let earth proclaim, 
Worms attempt to chaunt thy name. 


Thee to laud in ſongs divine, 
Angels and archangels join: 
We with them our voices raiſe, 
Echoing thy- eternal praiſe, 


Holy, Holy, holy Lord, 
Live by heaven and earth ador'd : 


Full of thee they ever cry, 
Glory be to God moſt high ! 


HYMN XXIII. 


OME defire of nations, come; 

_A Haſten, Lord, the gen'ral doom; 
Hear the Spirit and the bride, 
Come and take us to thy fide. 
Thou, who haſt our place prepar'd, 
Make us meet for our reward ; 
Then with all thy ſaints deſcend, 
Then our earthly trials end. 


Mindful of thy choſen race, 
Shorten theſe vindictive days, 
Who for full redemption groan, 
Hear us now, and ſave thine own. 


Now deſtroy the man of fin, 
Now thine antient flock bring in, 
Fill'd with righteouſneſs divine, 
Claim a ranſom'd world for thine, 


5s Plant 


Plant the heav'nly kingdom here, 
Glorious in thy ſins appear, 
Speak the ſacred number feai'd, 
Speak the myſtery fulfill'd. 


Take to thee thy royal pow'r, 
Reigu when fin ſhall be no more, 
Reign when death no more ſhall be, 
Reign to all eternity. 


HY MN XV. 


LO RM be to God on high, 
God whole glory fills the ſky : 
_ on earth ro man forgiv'n, 


Man the well-belov'd of heav'n. 


Sov*reign Father, heav'nly King, 
'Fhee we now preſume to fing, 
Giad thine attributes contels, 
Glorious all, and numberleſs. 


Hail, by all thy works ador'd ! 

Hail the everlaiting Lord ! 

Thee with thankful hearts we prove ! 
Lord of pow'r, and God of love! 


Chriſt our Lord and God we own ; 5 
Chriſt the Father's only Son; 
Lamb of God for ſinners flain 

Saviour of offending man. 


Bow thine ear, in mercy bow, 
Hear, the world's atonement thou: 
Jeſu, in thy name we pray, 

Take, O take our ſins away! 


Pow'rful advocate with God, 

Juſtify us by thy blood ! | 
Bow thine ear, in mercy bow, IE, 
Hear, the world's atonement thou ! 


Hear; 


{ 20 ) 


Hear; for thou, O Chriſt alone, 
With thy glorious Sire at one; 
One the Holy Ghoſt with thee, 
One ſupreme, eternal 'Three ! 


HYMN XXV. 


T ARE, dull foul, how ev'ry thing 
Strives t' adore thy bounteous King! 

Earth a double tribute pays 
Sings its part, and then obeys. 


Nature's ſprightlieſt, fweeteſt quire, 
Him with chearful notes admire ; 
Ev'ry day they chaunt their lauds, 
While the grove their ſongs applauds, 


Though their voices lower be, 
Streams too, have their melady ; 
Night and day they warbling run, 
Never pauſe but ſtill run on. 


All the flow'rs that paint the ſpring, 
Hither their (till muſic bring; 

It heaven bleſs them, thanktul they, 
Smell more ſweet, and look more gay. 


Wake for ſhame, my ſluggiſh heart, 
Wake, and gladly fing thy part ; 

Learn of birds, and ſprings, and flow'rs, 
How t employ thy nobler pow'rs 


Call whole nature to thy aid, 
Since *twas he whole nature made; 
Join in one ternal ſong, 


Who to one God all belong. 


Live for ever glorious Lord, 
Live by all thy works ador'd ; 
One in three, and three in one, 
All things bow to thee alone, 


HYMN 
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HYMN XXVI 


« L AP your hands, ye people all, 

| Praiſe the God on whom ye call, 
Litt your voice and ſhout his praiſe, 
Triumph in his ſoy'reign grace. 


Glorious is the Lord moſt high, 
Terrible in majeſty; 

He his ſov*reign ſway maintains. 
King o'er all the earth he reigns. 


He the people ſhall ſubdue, | 
Make us kings and conq'rors too ; - 
Force the nations to ſubmit, 

Bruiſe our ſins beneath our feet. 


He ſhall bleſs his ranſom'd ones, 
Number us with Iſrael's ſons; 
God our heritage ſhall prove, 
Give us all a lot of love. 


Jeſus is gone up on high, 
Takes his ſeat above the ſky : 
Shout the angel quires aloud, _ 
Echoing to the trump of God, 


Sons of ear.h, the triumph join! 
Praiſe him with the hoſt divine, 
Emulate the heav'nly powr's, 
Their victorious Lord is our's. 


Shout the God enthron'd above, 
Trumpet forth his conq'ring love, 
Praiſes to our Jeſus ſing, 

Praiſes to our glorious King ! 

Pow'r is all to Jeſus giv'n, 

Pow'r o'er hell and earth and heav'n ! 


Pow'r he now to us imparts : 
Praife him with believing hearts. 


C 9 Heathens 
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Heathens he compels t' obey, 
Saints he rules with milden. ſway: 
Pure and holy hearts alone 
Chuſes for his quiet throne. 


Peace to them and pow'r he brings, 
Makes his ſubjects prieſts and kings: 
Guards, while in his worſhip join'd, 
Bids them catt the world behind. 


On himſelf he takes their care, 
Saves them not by {word or ſpear : 
Safely to his houſe they go, 
Fearleſs of th'invading toe. 


God keeps off the hoſtile bands, 
God protects their happy lands, 


Stands as keeper of their fields, 


Stands as twice ten thouſand ſhields, 


Wonderful in faving pow'r, 
Him let all our hearts adore : 
Earth and heav'n repeat the cry, 
Glory be to God moſt high! 


HYMN XXVII. 


E who dwell above the ſkies, 

Free from human miſeries, 
Ye whom higheſt heav'n embowr's, 
Praiſe the Lord with all your pow'rs. 


Angels, your clear voices raiſe : 
Him ye heav'nly armies praiſe ; 
Hun, and moon with borrow'd light; 


All ye ſparkling eyes of night. 


Waters hanging in the air, 

Heav'n of heav'ns his praiſe declare; 
His deſerved praiſe record; 

His, who made you by his word, 


(03 


Let the earth his praiſe reſound : 
Monſtrous whales, and ſeas protound : 
Vapours, lightning, hail and ſnow, 
Storms which, where he bids you, blow : 


Flowry hills and mountains high; 
Cedars, neighbours to the ſky ; 
Trees and cattle, creeping things, 
All that cut the air with wings. 


You, who awful ſfcepters ſway, 
You accuſtom'd to obey, 
Princes, judges of the curth, 


All of high and humble birth : 


Youths and virgins, flouriſhing 
In the beauty of your ſpring ; 
Ye who were but born of late, 
Ve who bow with age's weight: 


Praiſe his name with one conſent : 
O how great ! how excellent ! 
Than the earth profounder far! 
Higher than the higheſt ſtar, 


He will his to glory raiſe ; 

Ye, his Saints, reſound his praiſe : 
Ye, his ſons, his choſen race, 
Bleſs his love and ſov'reign grace. 


H YM N XXVIII. 


OME, and let us ſweetly join, 
Chriſt to praiſe in hymns divine: 

Give we all with one accord, 

Glory to our common Lord; 

Hands and hearts, and voices raiſe, 

Sing as in the antient days; 

Antedate the joys above, 

Celebrate the feat of love. 


C 2 | Strive 
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Strive we, in affection ſtrive, 

Let the purer flame revive, 

Such as in the martyrs glow'd, 
Dying champions for their God. 
We like them may live and love, 
Call'd we are their joys to prove; 
Sav'd with them from future wrath, 
Partners of like precious faith, 


Sing we then in Jeſu's name, 
Now as yeſterday the ſame, 

One in ev'ry age and place, 

Full for all of truth and grace, 
We for Chriſt, our Maſter, ſtand, 
Lights in a benighted land : 

We our dying Lord confeſs ; 

We are Jeſu's witneſſes. 


Witneſſes that Chriſt hath died, 

We with him are crucity'd : 

Chriſt hath burſt the bonds of death,. 
e his quick'ning Spirit breathe ; 

Chriſt is now gone up on high; 

('T hither all our wiſhes fly:) 

Sits at God's right hand above ; 

There with him we reign in love! 


HY MN XXIX. 
O ME thou high and lofty Lord), 


Lowly, meck Incarnate Word, 
Humbly ſtoop to earth again, 
Come, and viſit abject man: 

Jeſu, dear expected gueſt, 

Thou art bidden to the feaſt: 
For thyſelt our hearts prepare, 
Come, and fit and banquet there. 


Jeſu, we thy promiſe claim, 
We are met in thy great name; 


In 


( 23 ) 


In the midſt do thou appear, 
Maniteft thy preſence here : 
Sanctify us, Lord, and bleſs : 
Breathe thy Spirit, give thy peace: 
Thou thyſelf within us move: 
Make our feaſt a feaſt of love. 


Let the fruits of grace abound, 
Let us in thy bowels ſound : 
Faith and love and joy increaſe, 
Temperance and gentleneſs. 
Plant in us thy humble mind ; 
Patient, pitiful and kind: 

Meek and lowly let us be, 
Full of goodneſs, full of thee. 


Make us all in thee complete, 
Make us all for glory meet, 
Meet t' appear before thy ſight, 
Partners with the ſaints in light: : 
Call, O call us all by name, 

To the marriage of the Lamb, 
Let us lean upon thy breait ; 
Love be there our endleſs tead. 


HYMN XXX. 
AI L the day that ſees him riſe 


Raviſh'd from our wich ful eyes! 
Chiiit awhile to mortals giv'n, 
Re-aſcends his native heav'n: 
There the pompous triumph waits: 
Lift your heads, eternal gates 
Wide unfold the radiant ſcene, 
Take the King of Glcry in! 


Cucled round with angel-pow ers, 
Their triumphant Lord and our's; 
Conq' ror o'er death, hell, and fin, 
Take the King ot Glory in. 
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Him, though higheſt heav'n receives, 
Still he loves the earth he leaves, 
Though returning to his throne, 
Still he calls mankind his own, 


See, he lifts his hands above; 
See, he ſhews the prints of love * 
Hark ! his gracious lips beſtow 
Bleſſings on his church below: 
Still for us he intercedes, 
Prevalent his death he pleads; 
Next himſelf prepares our place, 
Harbinger of human race. 


Maſter (will we ever ſay) 

Taken from our head to-day, 

See, thy faithful ſervants, ſee, 

Ever gazing up to thee: 

Grant, though parted from our fight, X 
High above yon azure height ; 


Grant, our hearts may. thither riſe, 


Following thee beyond the ſkies, 


Ever upward let us move, 

Waſted on the wings of love: 
Looking when our Lord ſhall come, 
Longing, gaſping after home! 
There we ſhall with thee remain, 
Partners of thine endleſs reign ; 
There thy face unclouded ſee, 
Find our heav'n of heav'ns in thee !. 


HYMN XXXI. 


APPY Magdalen, to whom | 
Chriſt the Lord vouchſat *d t' appogr 4 
Newly riſen from the tomb. 
Would he firſt be ſeen by her ! 
Her by ſeven devils poſſeſt, 
Till his word the fiends expell'd, 
| Quench'd 


1 


Qvench'd the hell within her breaſt, 


All ker fins and ficknefſs heal'd. 


Ves, to her the Maſter came, 
Firſt his welcome voice ſhe hears : 

Jeſus calls her by her name: 

He the weeping finner chears ; 

Lets her the dear taſk repeat, 
While her eyes again, run ofer, 

Lets her hold his bleeding feet, 
Kiſs them, and with joy adore- 


Highly favour'd ſoul! To her 
Further ſtill his grace extends, 
Raiſes the glad meſſenger, 


Sends her to his droopmng friends: 


Tidings of their living Lord 

PFirſt in her report they find; 
She mult ſpread the goſpel-word, 

Teach the teachers of mankind ! 


Who can now preſume to fear ? 
Who deſpair his Lord to ſee ? 
Jeſus, wilt thou not appear, 
Shew thyſelf alive to me? 
Yes, my God, I dare not doubt: 
Thou fhalt all my fins remove: 
Thou haſt eaſt a legion out; 
Thou wilt perfect me in love. 


Surely thou haſt call'd me no 
Now I hear the voice divine! 
At thy wounded feet I bow, 


Wounded for whoſe fins but mine! 


1 have nail'd him to the tree; 

I have ſent him to the grave: 

But the Lord is ris'n for me; 
Hold of him by faith I have. 


Here for ever would I lie, | 
Didft thou not thy ſervant raiſe, 


Send 


(ny 


Send me forth to teſtify 
All the wonders of thy grace! 
Lo! I at thy bidding go, 
Gladly to thy followers tell, 
They their riſing God may know, 
They the life of Chriſt may feel. 


7 Hear, ye brethren of the Lord, 

(Such he you vouchſafes to call) 

O believe the goſpel-word, 
Chriſt hath dy'd and roſe for all: 

Turn ye from your ſins to God ! 
Haſte to Galilee and ſee 

Him who bought thee with his blood, 
Him who roſe to live in thee ! 


HYMN XXXII. 


I C3 OD of all-redeeming grace, 
By thy pard'ning love compell'd, 

Up to thee our ſouls we raiſe, 

Up to thee our bodies yield : 
Thou our ſacrifice receive, 

Acceptable through thy Son; 

While to thee alone we live, 
While we die to thee alone. 


2 Juſt it is, and good, and right, 
That we ſhould be wholly thine ; 
In thy only will delight, 
In thy bleſſed ſervice join, 
O that ev'ry thought and word 
Might proclaim how good thou art ! 
Holineſs unto the Lord 
Still be written on our heart. 


HYMN 
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HYMN XXXIII. 


APPY foul, that fafe from harms, 
Keſts within his ſhepherd's arms! 

Who his quiet ſhall moleſt? 

Who ſhall violate his reſt ? 

eſus doth his ſpirit bear, 

Jer as makes his ev'ry care; 

He who found the wand'ring ſheep, 

Jeſus ſtill delights to keep. 


O that I might ſo believe, 


Stedfaſtly to Jeſus cleave, 


On his only love rely, _ 
Smile at the deſtroyer nigh ! 
Flee from fin and ſervile fear, 
Have my Jeſus ever near ; 
All his care rejoice to prove, 
All his paradife of love. 


Jeſus, ſeek thy wand'ring ſheep, 
Bring me back, and lead, and keep, 
Take on thee my ev'ry care, 
Bear me on thy boſom, bear. 
Let me know my ſhepherd's voice, 
More and more in thee rejoice 
More and more of thee receive, 
Ever in thy ſpirit live. 


Live till all thy life I know, 
Perfect as my Lord below, 
Gladly then from earth remove, 
Gather'd to the fold above: 

O that I at laſt may ſtand 

With the ſheep at thy right hand, 
Take the crown fo freely giv'n, 
Enter in by thee to heav'n. 


0 _ —— — — 
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HYMN XXXIV. 


HEE we adore, Eternal Name, 
And humbly own to thee, 
How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms we be: 


Our waſting lives grow ſhorter ſtill, 
As days and months increaſe ; 

And ev'ry beating pulſe we ic] 
Leaves but the number leis, 


The year rolls round, and ſteals away 
The breath that firſt it gave: 
Whate'er we do, where'er we be, 

_ We're trav'ling to the grave. 


Dangers ſtand thick through all the ground 
To puſh us to the tomb; 

And fierce diſeaſes wait around, 
To hurry mortals home. 


Great God, on what a ſlender thread 
Hang everlaſting things ! 

Th'eternal ſtates of all the dead 
Upon life's feeble ſtrings ! 


Infinite joy or endleſs woe 
Attend on ev'ry breath: 

And yet how .unconcern'd we go 
Upon the brink of death! 


Waken, O Lord, our drowſy ſenſe, 
To walk this dang'rous road, 

And if our ſouls are hurry'd hence, 
May they be found in God! 


HYMN 
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0b, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Our Shelter from the ſtormy blaſt, 


And our'eternal home: 


Under the ſhadow of thy throne 
Still may we dwell ſecure : 

Sufficient 13 thine arm alone, 
And our defence 1s ſure, 


Before the hills in order ſtood, 
Or earth receiv'd her frame, 

From everlaiting thou art God, 
To endlels years the ſame. 


A thouſa nd ages in thy fight, 
Are like an evening gone : 
Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the riting ſun. 


The buſy tribes of fleſh and blood, 
With all their cares and fears, 
Are carry'd downward by the flood, 

And loſt in following years. 


Time, like an ever-rolling ſtream, 
Bears all its ſons away: 

They fly forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the op'ning day, 


O God, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come: 
Be thou our guard while life ſhall laſt, 

And our perpetual home, 


HYMN 
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I VMN XXXVI. 


= E OW fad our ſtate by nature is! 


Our fiv, how deep it ſtains ! 
And Satan binds our captive ſouls 
Faſt in his {laviſh chains. 


But there's a voice of ſov'reign grace 

Sounds from the ſacred word; 
Ho! ye deſpairing ſinners, come, 
And truſt upon the Lord! 


My ſoul obeys th'almighty call, 
And runs to this reliet: 

I would believe thy promiſe Lord, 
O help my unbelief! 


To the bleſt fountain of thy blood, 


Incarnate God, I fly ; 
Here let me waſh my ſpotted ſoul 
From fins of deepeſt dye. 


Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, 
My reigning fins ſubdue ; 

Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his internal crew, 


A guilty, weak and helpleſs worm, 
Into thy arms I fall; 

Be thou my ſtrength and righieouſneſs, 
My Jeſus and my all. 


HYMN XXXVII. 


X HEN riting from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 

I view my Maker face to face, 

O how ſhall I appear ! 1 


3 


2 
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If yet while pardon may be found, 
And merey may be fought, 


My ſoul with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought ! 


When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd, 


In Majeſty ſevere, 
And fit in judgment on wy ſoul, 
O how ſhall J appear? 


O may my broken, contrite heart, 
Timely my fins lament, 


And early with repentant tears, 


Eternal woe prevent! 


Behold the ſorrows of my heart, 
E're yet it be too late: 

And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 
To give thoſe ſorrows weight. 


For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 

Her pardon to ſecure ; 

Who knows thy only ſon hath dy'd, 
To make that pardon fure. 


HY M N XXXVII. 


SUN of righteouſneſs, ariſe 
With healing 1 in thy wings, 
Fo my diſeas'd, my fainting ſoul, 
Lite and faly ation bring. 


Theſe clouds of pride and fin diſpel 


By thy all-piercing beam ; 


Lighten mine eyes with faith, my heart 


ich holy hope inflame. 


My mind by thy all- quick'ning pow * 
From low defires ſer free; 
Unite my ſcatter'd thoughts, and fix 
My love entire on thee, 
Father, 


„ | a 


4 Father, thy long-loſt ſon receive; 
Saviour, thy purchaſe own; 
leſt Comforter, with peace and joy 
Thy new. made creature crown. 


5 Eternal, undivided Lord, 
Co- equal One and Three, 
On thee all ſaith, all hope be plac'd, 
All love be paid to thee ! 


HYMN XXXIX, 


I Nlav'd to ſenſe, to pleaſure prone, 
Fond of created good ; 
Father, our belpleſſneſs we own, 
And trembling taite our tood. 


2 Trembling we taſte ; for ah ! no more 
To thee the creatures lead ; 
Chang'd, they exert a baleful pow'r, 
And poiſon while they teed. 


3 Curs'd for the ſake of wretched man, 
They now engroſs him whole, 


With pleaſing torce on earth detain, 
And ſenſualize his ſoul. 


4 Grov'ling on earth, we ſtill muſt lie, 
Till Chriſt the curſe repeal, 
Till Chriſt, deſcending from on high, 
Infected nature heal, 


Come then, our heav'nly Adam, come, 
Thine healing influence give; 

Hallow our food, reverſe our doom, 
And bid us eat and live. 


6 The bondage of corruption break b 
For this our ſpirits groan; 
Thy only will we fain would ſeek; 
O ſave us from our own! 


Turn 


1 


Turn the full ſtream of nature's tide, 
Let all our actions tend 
To thee their ſource; thy love the guide, 
Thy glory be the end. 


Earth then a ſcale to heav'n ſhall be, 
Senſe ſhall point out the road; 

The creatures all ſhall lead to thee, 
And all we taſte be God ! 


H TMN XL. 


ORD, all I am is known to thee, 
In vain my ſoul would try 
To ſhun thy preſence, or to flee 
The notice. of thine eye, 


Thy all ſurrounding ſight ſurveys 
My riſing and my reſt, 

My public walks, my private ways, 
The ſecrets of my breaſt, 


My thoughts lie open to thee, Lord, 
Before they're form'd within; 

And e'er my lips pronounce the word, 

Thou know'ſt the ſenſe I mean. 


O wondrous knowledge, deep and high ! 
Where can a creature hide ? 

Within thy circling arms I lie, 
Beſet on ev'ry ide. 


So let thy grace ſurround me ſtill, 
And like a bulwark prove, 
To guard my foul from ev'ry ill, 
Secur'd by ſov'reign love, : 


D 2 HYMN 


3 


22 


C36) 


H-Y MN XI. 
OK D, where ſhall guilty ſouls retire, 


4 Forgotten and unknown ? 


| In hell they meet thy vengeful ire, p 


In heav'n thy glorious throne. 


Should J ſuppreſs my vital breath 

I“ eſcape the wrath divine, 

Thy voice would break the bars of death, 
And make the grave reſign. 


If wing'd with heams of morning light, 
I fly beyond the weſt, . 

Thy hand, which muſt ſapply the flight, 
Would ſoon betray my reſt. 


If o'er my ſins I ſeek to draw 
The curtains of the night, 

Thoſe flaming eyes which guard thy law 
Would turn the ſhades to light. 


The beams of noon, the midnight hour, 
Are both alike to thee : 

O may I ne'er provoke that pow'r, 
From which I cannot flce * 


HYMN XIII. 


Thou who when I did complain, 
Did'it all my griefs remove; 
O Saviour, do not now diſdain, 
My humble praiſe and love. 


Since thou a pitying ear didſt give, 
And heard me when I pray'd, 

I'll call upon thee while I live, 
And never doubt thy aid. 


Pale death with all its ghaſtly train, 
My ſoul encompaſs'd round: 

Anguiſh, and tn, and dread, and pain, 

On ev'ry ſide I found. 
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To thee, O Lord of life, I pray '4, 

And did for ſuccour flee : 

0 ſave (in my diſtreſs I ſaid). 
The ſoul that truſts in thee! 


How good thou art ! how large thy grace! 


How eaſy to forgive | 
The helpleſs thou delight'ſt to raiſe; 
And by thy love I hve, 


Then, O my ſoul, be never more 
With anxious thoughts diſtreſt ; 
God's bounteous love doth thee reſtore. 
To eaſe, and joy, and reſt, 


My eyes no longer drown'd in tears, 
My feet from falling free : 


| Redeem'd from death and guilty fears, 


O Lord, I'll hve t to thee, 


HY MN XLIIL. 


E T him to whom we now belong 
His ſov' reign right aſſert, 
And take up ev'ry thankful long, 
And ev'ry loving heart. 


He juſtly claims us for his own 
Who bought us with a price: 
The Chriſtian lives to Chriſt alone, 

To Chriſt alone he dies. 


Jeſu, thine own at laſt receive, 


Fulfil our heart's deſire, 
And let us to thy glory live, 
And in thy cauſe expire. 


Our ſouls and bodies we reſign, 
With joy we render thee 
Our all, no longer ours, but thine, 

Through all eternity. 
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HY MN XIV. 


NFINITE Pow, Eternal Lord, 


How ſov'reign is thy hand! 
All nature roſe t'obey thy word, 
And moves at thy command, 


With ſteady courſe the ſhining ſun 


Keeps his appointed way; 
And all the hours obedient run 
The eirele of the day. 


But ah! how wide my ſpirit flies, 
And wanders from her God; 

My ſoul forgets the heav'nly prize, 
And treads the downward road. 


The raging fire and ſtormy ſea 
Perform thy awtul will, 

And ev'*ry beaſt and ev'ry tree 
Thy great deſign fulfil, 


While my wild paſſions rage within, 
Nor thy commands obey ; 

But fleſh and ſenſe, enſlav'd to fin, 
Draw my beſt thoughts away : 


Shall creatures of a meaner frame 
Pay all their dues to thee? 

Creatures that never knew thy name, 
That ne'er were lov'd like me. 


Great God, ereate my ſoul anew, 
Conform my heart to thine ; 

Melt down my will, and let it flow, 
And take the mould divine. 


Seize my whole frame into thine hand, 
Here all my pow'rs I bring ; 

Manage the wheels by thy command, 
And govern ev'ry ſpring, 


Then 


6390 


Then ſhall my feet no more depart, 
Nor my affections rove ; 

Devotion ſhall be all my heart, 
And all my paſſions love, 


HYMN XLV. 


ROM whence theſe dire portents around, 
That earth and heav'n amaze ? 
Wherefore do earthquakes cleave the ground? 
Why hides the ſun his rays ! ? 


Not thus did Sinai's trembling head 
With ſacred horror nod, 
Beneath the dark pavilion ſpread. 
Of legiſlative God. 


Thou earth thy loweſt centre ſhake, 
With Jeſus ſympathize ! | 

Thou ſun, as hell's deer gloom be black ; 
by thy Creator dies! 


See ſtreaming from th'aecurſed tree, 
His all-atoning blood ! 
Is this the Infinite? 'Tis he, 


My Saviour and my God ! 


For me theſe pangs his ſoul affail, 
For me the death 1s borne: 

My fm gave ſharpneſs to the nail, 
And N ev'ry thorn. 


Let fin no more my ſoul enſlave; f 
Break, Lord, the tyrant's chain; 
O ſave me, whom thou cam'ſt to ſave; 

Nor bleed nor die in vain, 


HYMN 
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HYMN XLVI. 


APPY the ſouls to Jeſus join'd, 
And ſav'd by grace alone; 
W alking in all thy ways we find 
Our heav'n on earth begun. 


The church triumphant in thy love, 

Their mighty joys we know; 

They ſing the Lord in hymns 9 
And we in hymns below. 


Thee in thy glorious realms they praiſe, 
And bow before thy throne: 

We in the kingdom of thy grace: 
The kingdoms are but one. 


The holy to the holieſt leads ; 
From thence our ſpirits riſe; 
And he that in thy ſtatutes treads 
Shall meet thee in the ſkies. 


HYMN XLVII. 


WEET is the mem'ry of thy grace, 
My God, my heav'nly King : 
Let age to age thy righteouſneſs 
In ſongs of glory ling. 


God reigns on high, but not confines 
His goodneſs to the ſkies; 

Through the whole earth his goodneſs ſhines, 
And ev'ry want ſupplies. 


With longing eyes thy creatures wait 
On thee for daily food ; 

Thy lib'ral hand provides them meat, 

And fills their mouths with good, | 

4 How 
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4 How kind are thy compaſhons, Lord! 


How flow thine anger moves-/! 
But ſoon he ſends his pard'ning word, 
To cheer the ſoul he loves. 


5 Creatures with all their endleſs race, 
Thy pow'r and praiſe proclaim: 
But we who taſte thy richer grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy name. 


HYMN XEVIL 


I ET ev'ry tongue thy goodneſs ſpeak, 
Thou ſov'reign Lord of all! 
Thy ſtrength*ning hands uphold the weak, 
And raiſe the poor that tall. 


2 When ſorrows bow the ſpirit down, 
Or virtue lies diſtreſt 
Beneath the proud oppreſſor's frown, 
Thou giv'ſt the mourner reſt. 


3 The Lord ſupports our infant days, 
And guides our giddy youth: 
Holy and juſt are all thy ways, 

And all thy works are truth. 


4 Thou know'ſt the pains thy ſervants feel; 
Thou hear'ſt thy children's cry, 
And their beſt wiſhes to fulfil 
Thy grace is ever nigh. 


Thy mercy never ſhall remove 
| From men of heart ſincere; 
Thou ſav'ſt the ſouls whoſe humble love 
Is join'd with holy fear. 


6 My lips ſhall dwell upon thy praiſe, 
And ſpread thy fame abroad : 
Let all the ſons of Adam raiſe 
The honours of their God, 
| HYMN 
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HYMN XLIX. 
EING of beings, God of love, 

To thee our hearts we raiſe : 


Thy all-ſuſtaining pow'r we prove, 
And gladly fing thy praiſe. 


Thine, wholly thine, we pant to be, 
Our facrifice receive: 

Made, and preſerv'd, and ſav'd by thee, 
To thee ourſelves we give. 


Heav'n-ward our ev'ry with aſpires ; 
For all thy merey's ſtore, | 
The ſole return thy love requires, 

Is that we aſk for more. 


For more we aſk ; we open then 
Our hearts embrace thy will: 

Turn and beget us, Lord, again : 
With all thy fulneſs fill. 


Come, Holy Ghoſt, the Saviour's love- 
Shed in our hearts abroad ! 
So ſhall we ever live and move 


And be with Chriſt in God. 


HYMN I. 


TVHE Lord! how fearful is his name! 
How wide is his command ! 
Nature with all her moving frame 
| Reſts on his mighty hand. 


Adoring angels round him fall, 
In all their ſhining forms ; 
His ſov'reign eye looks through them all, 

And pities mortal worms, 


1 430 


3 His bowels to our worthleſs race 
In ſweet compaſſion move: 
_ He cloaths his looks with ſofteſt grace, 
And takes his title, Love, 


4 Now let the Lord for ever reign, 
And ſway us as he will : 
Sick, or in health, in eaſe, or pain, 
W. e are his children ſtill. 


5 No more ſhall peeviſh paſſions riſe, 
Our tongues no more complain: 

*Tis ſov'reign love that lends our joys, 
And love reſumes again. 


N II. 


1 HEN all the mercies of my God, 
— My riſing foul ſurveys, 
Why, my cold heart, art thou not loſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe ? 


2 Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
While in the filent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt, 


3 Toall my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Fer yet my feeble thoughts had learn'd 
To form themſelves in pray'r. 


4 VUnnumber'd comforts on my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 


5 When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
With heedleſs ſteps I ran, | 
Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
Ang led me up to man, 
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Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 


It gently clear'd my way : 
And through the pleafing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


Through ev'ry period of my life, 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue ; 

And after death, in diſtant worlds, 
The pleaſing theme renew. 


Through all eternity to thee 
A grateful ſong ll raiſe : 

But O eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


HYMN LN. 


OM E let us join our chearful ſongs, 
With angels round the throne ; 


Ten thouſand thouſand are their tongues, 


But all their joys are one. 


Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus: 

Worthy the Lamb our hearts reply, 
For he was ſlain for us, 


Jeſus 1s worthy to receive 
Honour and pow'r divine: 

And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 


The whole creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred name | 

Of hin that ſits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb, 
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HYMN LIL 


Y God! the ſpring of all my joys 
The lite of my delights, 
The glory of my brightelt days, 
And comfort of my nights ! 


In darkeſt ſhades if thou appear, 
My dawning 1s begun : 

Thou art my toul's bright morning ſtar, 
And thou my riling fun, 


The op'ning heav'ns around me ſhine, 
With beams of ſacred bliſs, 

If Jeſus ſhews his mercy mine, 
And whiſpers I am his. 


My ſoul would leave this heavy clay 
At that tranſporting word, 

Rua up with joy the ſhining way, 
To lee and praiſe my Lord. 


Fearleſs of hell and ghaſtly death, 


Id break through ev'ry toe; 


The wings of love and arms of faith 


Would bear me conq'ror through, 


HYMN LIV. 


| (; O D of all Frace and majeſty, 
J 


Supremely great and good, 
It I have mercy found with thee 
Through the atoning blood ; 
The guard of all thy mercies give, 
And to my pardon join 
A fear leſt I ſhould ever grieve 
'Fhe gracious Spirit divine, 
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2 Tf mercy is indeed with thee 


May I obedient prove; 

Nore'er abuſe my liberty, 

Or fin againſt thy love; 

This choiceſt fruit of faith beſtow 
On a poor ſojourner, 

And let me paſs my days below 
In humbleneſs and fear. 


Rather I would in darkneſs mourn 
The abſence of thy peace, 

Than e'er by hght irrev'rence turn 
Thy grace to wantonneſs : 

Rather I would in painful awe 
Beneith thine anger move, 

Than e'er reject the goſpel- -law 
Of liberty and love. 


But O thou would'ſt not have me live 
In bondage, grief, and pain : 
Thou doſt not take delight to grieve 
The helpleſs ſons of men : 
Thy will is my falvation, Lord; 
And let it now take place, 
And let me tremble at thy word 
Of e grace. 


Still may I walk as in thy fight, 
My ſtrict obſerver ſee ; | 

And thou by rev'rent love unite | 
My child-like heart to thee, 

Still let me, till my days are paſt, 
At Jeſu's feet abide ; 

So ſhall he lift me up at laſt, 

And ſeat me by his fide, 
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H. YM N LV. 
LMIGHTY God of truth and love, 


In me thy pow'r exert, 
The mountain from my ſoul remove, 
The hardneſs trom my heart : 
My moſt obdurate heart ſubdue, 
In honour of thy Son, 
And now the gracions wonder ſhew, 
And take away the ſtone, 


I want a principle within 
Of jealous, godly fear, 
A ſenfibility of fin, 


A pain to feel it near: 


I want the firſt approach to feel 


Of pride, or fond deſire, 
To catch the wand'ring of my will, 
And quench the kindling fire, 


From thee that I no more may part, 
No more thy goodneſs grieve, 
The filial awe, the Heſhly heart, 
The tender conſcience give, 
Quick as the apple of an eve, 
O God, my conſcience make ; 
Awake my foul when fin is nigh, 
And keep it ſtill awake, 


If to the right or leſt I ſtray, 
That moment, Lord, reprove ; 

And let me weep my life away, 
For having griev'd thy love: 

Give me to feel an idle thought 
As actual wickedneſs, 

And mourn for the minuteſt fault 
In exquiſite diſtreſs, 


O may the leaſt omiſſion pain 
My well-inftructed foul, 
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And drive me to the blocd again 
Which makes the wounded whole : 

More of this tender ſpirit, more 
Of this affliétion ſend, 

And ſpread the moral ſenſe all ofer, 
Till pain with life ſhall end, 


HYMN LVI. 


ATIL, Father, whoſe creating call 
Unnumber'd worlds attend, 

Jehovah, comprehending all, 

Whom none can comprehend ; 
In light unſearchable enthron'd, 

Which angels dunly ſee, 
The fountain of the Godhead own'd, 

And toremoſt of the three, 


From thee through an eternal zozv, 


'The Son thine offspring flow'd ; 
And everlaſting Father thou, 
As everlaſting God. 
Nor quite diſplay'd to worlds above, 
Nor quite on earth conceal'd ; 
By wond'rous unexhauſted love, 
To mortal man reveal'd. 


Supreme and all- ſufficient God, 
When nature ſhall expire, 

And worlds, created by thy nod, 
Shall periſh by thy fire-: 

Thy name, Jehovah, be ador'd 
By creatures without end, 


Whom none but thy Eſſential Word 


And Spirit comprehend, 


HYMN LVII. 


AIL, God the Son, in glory crown'd 


E'er time began to be, 


'Fhron'd with the Sire through half the round 


Of wide eternity! 


( 49 ) 


Let heav'n and earth's ſtupendous frame 
Diſplay their Author's pow'r, 

And each exalted ſeraph flame, 
Creator, thee adore, | 


Thy wond'rous love the Godhead ſhew'd 
Contracted to a ſpan, 

The co-eternal Son of God, 

The mortal Son of man. 

To ſave mankind from loſt eſtate, 
Behold his life-blood ſtream ! 

Hail, Lord! Almighty to create! 
Almighty to redeem { 


The Mediator's God-hke ſway, 
His church beneath ſuſtains ; 
Till nature ſhall her judge ſurvey, 
The king Methah reigns, 
Hail with eſſential glory crown'd, 
When time ſhall ceaſe to be, 
Thron'd with the Fatker through the round 
Of whole eternity! 


HYMN LVIII. 


ATHER, how wide thy glories ſhine, 
How high thy wonders riſe ! 
Known through the earth by thouſand ſigns, 
By thouſands through the ſkies. 
Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r, 
Their motions ſpeak thy {kill : | 
And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience till, 


Part of thy name divinely ſtands 
On all thy creatures writ, 

They ſhew the labour of thy RF 
Or impreſs of thy fect ; 
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But when we view thy ſtrange deſign 
To ſave rebellious worms, 

Where vengeance and compaſſion join 
In their divineſt forms: | 


Here the whole Deity 1s known, 
Nax dares a creature gueſs 

Whict®of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice, or the grace. 

Now the full glories of the Lamb 
Adorn the heav'nly plains, 

Bright Seraphs learn Immanuel's name, 
And try their choiceſt ſtrains, 


O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that unmortal ſong ! 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 
Fo Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Who, ſweetly all agree ; 
To a en world of finners loſt, 
Eternal glory be. 


HYMN LIX. 


N D let this feeble body fail, 
And let it faint or die, 
My ſoul ſhall quit the mournful vale, 
And ſoar to worlds on high; _ 
Shall join the diſembodied faints, 
And find its long-ſought reſt, 
'That only bliſs for which 1t pants 
In the Redeemer's breaſt. 


In hope of that immortal crown 
I now the croſs ſuſtain, * 
And gladly wander up and down, * 
And ſmile at toil and pain, 
I ſuffer on my threeſcore years 
Till my Deliverer come, 


E 


And wipe away his ſervant's tears, 
And take his exile home. 


O what hath Jeſus bought for me ! 
Before my raviſh'd eyes 

Rivers of life divine 1 fee, 
And trees of paradiſe ! 

I ſee a world of ſpirits bright 
Who taſte the pleaſures there ! 
They all are rob'd in ſpotleſs white, 
And conq'ring palms they bear, 


4 O what are all my ſuff 'rings here, 
If, Lord, thou count me meet 
With that enraptur'd hoſt t'appear, 
And worſhip at thy feet. | 
Give joy or grief, give caſe or pain, 
Take lite or friends away; 
But let me find them all again 
In that eternal day. 


HYMN LX. 


1 JESU, thou art my righteouſneſs, 

, For all my figs were thine: 

Thy death hath bought of God my peace, 
Thy lite hath made him mine. 

My dying Saviour and my God, 
Fountain for guilt and fin, 

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood, 
And cleanſe. and keep me clean, 


2 Waſh me, and make me thus thine own, ? 
Waſh me, and mine thou art : 
Waſh me, but not my feet alone, 
My hands, my head, my heart. 
Th' atonement of thy blood apply, 
Till faith to fight improve ; 
Till hope in full fruition die, 
And all my ſoul is love. 
HYMN 
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HYMN LXI. 


TES U, my life, thyſelf apply, 
) Thy Holy Spirit breathe ; 
My. vile affections crucity, 
Conform me to thy death. 
Conq'ror of hell and earth, and fin, 
Still with thy rebel ſtrive; 


Enter my ſoul, and work within, 
And kill and make alive, 


More of thy life, and more I have, 
As the old Adam dies: 

Bury me, Saviour, in thy grave, 
That I with thee may riſe. | 

Reign in me, Lord, thy foes controul, 
Who would not own thy ſway ; 

Diffuſe thine image through my ſoul, 

Shine to the perfect day. 


Scatter the laſt remains of ſin, 
And ſeal me thine abode; 
O make me glorious all within, 
A temple built by God! 
My inward holineſs thou art, 
For faith hath made thee mine: 
With all thy fulneſs fill my heart, 
Till all I am is thine ! 


HYMN LXII. 


| H woe 1s me, conſtrain'd to dwell 
Among the ſons of night; 
7 


oor ſinners, dropping into hell, 
Who hate the goſpel light: 
Wild as the untam'd Arab's race, 


Who from their Saviour fly, 


3 
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And trample on his pard'ning grace, 
And all his threats defy. 


Vet here, alas! in pain I live, 
Where Satan keeps his ſeat ;. 

And day and night tor thoſe I grieve, 
Who will to fin ſubmit : 

With guſhing eyes their deeds I ſee, 
Shut up in Sodom TI, 

And aſk, with him who ranſom'd me, 
Why will ye ſin and die? 


Jeſus, Redeemer of mankind, 
Diſplay thy ſaving pow'r, 

Thy mercy let theſe outcaſts find, 
And know their gracious hour, 


Ah! give them, Lord, a longer ſpace, 


Nor ſuddenly conſume, 
But let them take the proffer'd grace, 
And flee the wrath to come. 


O would'ſt thou caſt a pitying look, 
(All goodneſs as thou art) 

Like that which faithleſs Peter's broke, 
On my obdurate heart. 

Who thee beneath their feet have trod, 
And crucify'd afreſh, 

Touch with thine all- victorious blood, 
And turn the ſtone to fleſh, 


Open their eyes and ears to ſee 
'Thy croſs, to hear thy cries, 
Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for thee, 
For thee he weeps and dies. 
All the day long he meckly ſtands 
His rebels to receive; 
And ſhews his wounds and ſpreads his hands, 
And bids you turn and live, 
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HP% Holy Ghoit, Jehovah, Third 


In order of the Three! 
Sprung from the Father and the Word 
From all eternity ! 
The Spirit br ooding o'er th abyſs 
Of formleſs waters lay, 
Spoke into order all that is, 
And darkneſs into day. 


In deepeſt hell, or heaven's height, 
Thy preſence who can fly? 

Known is the Father to thy fight, 
Th' aby ſs of Deity. 

Thy pow'r through Jeſu s life diſplay'd 
Quite from the virgin 's womb, 

Dying his Soul an off "ring made, 
"And 14is'd him from the tomb. 


God's image, which our fins deſtroy, 
Thy grace reſtores below; 

And truth, and holineſs, and joy 
From thee their fountain flow. 
Hail, Holy Ghoſt, Jehovah, Third 

In order of the Three ! 


Thron'd with the Father and the Word 


To all eternity ! 


HYMN LXIV. 


H AI L, holy, holy, holy Lord! 


Be endleſs praiſe to Thee! 


Supreme, eſſential One, ador'd 


In co-eternal Three! 


Inthron'd in everlaſting ſtate 


E'er time its round began, 
Who join'd in council to create 


The dignity of man. 
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To whom Iſajah's viſion ſnew'd 
The ſeraphs veil their wings, 

While thee, Jehovah, Lord and God, 
'Th' angelic army lings. 

To thee by myitic pow'rs on high, 
Were humble praiſes giv'n, 

Wen john beheld, with favour'd eye, 
Th' inhabitants of heay' n. 


All that the name of creature owns 
'To thee in hymus aſpire : 

May we as angels on our thrones 
For ever join the choir ! 

Hail, holy, holy, holy Lord! 
Be endleſs ꝓraiſe to thee ! 

Supreme, eflential One, ador'd 
In co-eternal Three. 


H Y M N LXV. 


RAISE ye the Lord, ye immortal goes 
That fill the realms ove: | 
Praiſe him who form'd you of his fires, 
And feeds you with his love. 


Sing to his praiſe, ye chryſtal . 
The floor of his abode; ; 

Or veil in ſhades your thouſand eyes, 
Before your brighter God. 


Thou reſtleſs globe of golden light, 
Whoſe beams create our days, 
Join with the filver queen of night, 

To own Lye: borrow 'd rays. 


Winds, ye ſhall bear his name aloud 
Through the ethereal blue : 

For when his chariot 1s a cloud, 
| He makes his wheels of you. 


Thunder 


10 


11 


6 


Thunder and hail, and fires and ee 
The troops of his command, 

Appear in all your dreadful forms, 
And ſpeak his awful hand. 


Shout to the Lord, ye ſurging ſeas, 
In your eternal roar ; 

Let wave to wave reſound his praiſe, 
And ſhore 1teply to ſhore. 


While monſters, ſporting on the flood, 
In ſcaly 6lver ſhine. 

Speak terribly their Maker, God, 
And laſh the foaming brine. 


But gentler things ſhall tune his name, 
To ſofter notes than theſe, 

Young zephyrs breathing o'er the ſtream, 
Or whiſp'ring through the trees, 


Wave your tall heads, ye lofty pines, 
To him that bids you grow; 

Sweet cluiters bend the fruitful vines 
On ev'ry thanktul bough. 


Let the ſhrill birds his honour raiſe, 


And climb the morning ſky ; . 


While grov*ling beaſts attempt his praiſe 
In hoarfer harmony. 


Thus while the meaner creatures ſing, 
Ye mortals take the found ; 

Echo the glories of your King 
Through all the nations round, 


H.Y MN. LXVI. 


| H App ſoul, thy days are ended 


All thy mourning days below : 
Go by angel guards attended, 
To the ght of eres go. 


Walting 


* 
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Waiting to receive thy Spirit, 
Lo! the Saviour ſtands above, 


Shews the purchaſe of his merit, 


Reaches out the crown of love. 


Struggle through thy lateſt paſſion, 
To thy dear Redeemer's breaſt, 
To his uttermoſt ſalvation, 
To hrs everlaſting reſt: 


For the joy he ſets before thee, 
Bear a momentary. pain, 

Die to live a life of glory, 
Suffer with thy Lord to re:gn» 


HYMN LXVII. 


JESU, thy blood and righteouſneſs, 
My beauty are, my glorious dreſs: 
Midft flaming worlds in theſe array'd, 
With Joy ſhall J lift up my head. 


Bold ſhall I ſtand in thy great day, 
For who ought to my charge ſhall lay ? 


Fully abfolv'd rough thete I am, 
From fin and fear, from guilt and ſhame, 


The deadly writing now I fee 

Nail'd with thy body to the tree; 

Torn with the nails that pierc'd thy hands, 
Th' old Covenant no longer ſtands. 


Though ſign'd and written with my blood, 
As hell's aue ſure it ſtood; 8 
Thine hath waſh'd out the crimſon ſtains, 
And white as ſnow my ſoul remains. 


Satan, thy due reward ſurvey, 
The Lord of life why didf thou lay ? 
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To tear the prey out of thy teeth, 
_ To ſpoil the realms of hell and death, 


The holy, meek, unſpotted Lamb, 
Who from the Father's boſom came, 
Whody'd for me, ev'n me, t' atone, - 
Now tor my Lord and God I own, 


Lord, I believe thy precious blood, 
Which at the mercy-ſeat of God 

For ever doth for ſinners plead, 

For me, ev'n for my ſoul, was ſhed, 


Yet nought whereof to boaſt J have, 

All, all thy mercy freely gave; 

No works, no righteoutneſs are mine; 
All is thy work, and only thine. 


Thou God of might, thou God of lore, 
Let the whole world thy mercy prove; 
Now let thy word o'er all prevail, 

Mow take the ſpoils of death and hell, 


O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice, 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 
Jeſu, thy blood and righteonſneſs. 


H Y M,N LXVIII. 


E GEN T of all the worlds above, 
Thou ſun, whofe rays adoru our ſphere, 
And with unweary'd ſwifineſs move, 
To form the circle of the year. 


Praiſe the Creator of the ſkies, 
ho decks thy orb with borrow'd rays ; 
Or may the ſun forget to riſe, 


When he forgets his Maker's praiſe 


Thou 


CY 
Thou reigning beauty of the night, 
Fair queen of filence, filver moon, 


Whoſe paler fires and female light 
Are ſofter rivals of the noon. 


Arife, and to that ſov'reign pow'r, 
Waxing and waning honours pay 

Who bade thee rule the duſky hours, 
And halt ſupply the abſent day. 


Ye ghtt'ring ſtars that gild the ſkies, 
When darkneſs has her curtain drawn, 
That keeps the watch with wakeful eyes, 
When buſineſs, cares, and day are gone : 


Proclaim the glories of your Lord, 
Diſpers'd through all the heav'nly ſtreet, 
Whoſe boundleſs treaſures can afford 
So rich a pavement for his feet, 


Thou heav'n of heaven's, ſupremely bright, 
Fair palace of the court divine, 

Where with inimitable light, 
The Godhead condeſcends to ſhine ; 


Praiſe thou the great inhabitant, - 
Who ſcatters lovely beams of grace 

On ev'ry angel, ev'ry ſaint, 

Nor veils the luſtre of his face. 


O God of glory, God of love, 

Thou art the ſun that mak'ſt our days; 
_ ?Midit all thy wond'rous works above 
Let earth and duſt attempt thy praiſe. 
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 CINNERS, obey the goſpel word, 
8 Haſte to the ſupper of my Lord, 

Be wiſe to know your gracious day: 

All chings are ready; come away. « 


F 2 Ready 
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Ready the Father is to own, 
And kiſs his late returning ſon ; 
Ready your loving Saviour ſtands, 


And ſpreads for you his bleeding hands. 


Ready the ſpirit of his love 

Juſt now the {ſtony to remove, 

T* apply, and witneſs with the blood, 
And waſh and ſeal the ſons of Ged. 


Ready for you the angels wait, 

To triumph in your beſt eſtate ; 

Tuning their harps, they long to praiſe 
The wonders of redeeming grace. 


The Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Are ready with their ſhining hoſt; 

All heav*n 1s ready to refound, 

„The dead's alive, the loſt is found!“ 


Come, then, ye ſinners, to your Lord, 
In Chriſt to paradiſe reitor'd ; 

His proffer'd benefits embrace, 

The plenitude of goſpel-grace : 


A pardon written with his blood, 
The favour and the peace of God, 
The ſeeing eye, the feeling ſenſe, 
The myſtic joys of penitence; _ 


The godly grief, the pleaſing ſmart, 
The meltings of a broken heart, 

The tears that tell your ſins forgiv'n, 
The fighs that waft you up to heav'n; 


The guiltleſs ſhame, the ſweet diſtreſs, 
Th, unutterable tenderneſs, 

The genvine, meek humility, 

The wonder, „why ſuch love to me: 


Th? o'crwhelming pow'r of Fring grace, 
The ſight that veils the ſeraph's face, 
The ſpeechleſs awe that dares not move, 


Aud all the ſilent heav'n of love! 7 
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HYMN LXX. 


APPY the man that finds the grace, 
The bleſſing of God's choſen race, 
The wiſdom coming from above, 
The faith that ſweetly works by love. 


Happy beyond deſcription he, 

Who knows, the Saviour dy'd for me,” 
The gift unſpeakable obtains, 

And heav*aly underitanding gains, 


Wiſdom divine ! Who tells the price 


Ot wiſdom's coſtly merchandize ? 
Wiſdom to filver we prefer, 
And gold is droſs compar'd to her. 


Better ſhe is than richeſt nes, 
All earthly treaſures ſhe outthines, 
Her value above rubies is, 

And precious pearls are vile to this. 


Whate'er thy heart can wiſh is poor, 

To wiſdom's all-ſuflicient ſtore : 

Pleaſure, and fame, and health, and friends ; 
She all created good tranſcends, = 


Her hands are fill'd with length of days, 
True riches and immortal praiſe, 
Riches of Chriſt on all beſtow'd, 


And honour that deicends from God. 


To pureſt joys ſhe all invites, 

Chaſte, holy, ſpiritual delizhts : 

Her ways are ways of ple: 1ſantneſs, 
And all her flow'ry paths are peace. 


He finds, who wiſdom apprehends, 
A life begun that never ends ; 
The tree of life divine ſhe is, 
vet. in the midit of paradiſe, 
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Happy the man who wiſdom gains, 
Thrice happy—wbo bis gueſt retains; 
He owns, and ſhall for ever own, 
Wiſdom, and Chrift, and heav'n are one. 


HY MN LXXI. 


Y ſoul before thee proſtrate lies, 

To thee, her ſource, my ſpirit flies: 
My wants I mourn, my chains I fee ; | 
O let thy preſence ſet me free! 


Loſt and undone, for aid I cry; 

In thy death, Saviour, let me die! : 
Griev'd with thy grief, pain'd with thy pain, 
Ne'er may I feel ſelf- love again. 


Jeſu, vouchſafe my heart and will 
With thy meek lowlineſs to fill; 
No more her pow'r let nature boaſt, 
But in thy will may mine be loſt. 


In life's ſnort day let me yet more 

Of thy euliv'ning pow'r implore: 

My mind muſt deeper ſink in thee, 
My foot ſtand firm, from wand'ring free. 


Ye {ons of men, here nought avails 

' Your ſtrength ; here all your wiſdom fails; 
Who bids a ſinful heart be clean? 

Thou only, Lord, ſupreme of men! 


And well I know thy tender love, 
Thou never didſt unfaithful _ , 
And well I know thou ſtand'ſt by me, 


Pleas'd from tnyſelf to ſet me free. 


Sill will I watch and labour till 

To baniſh ev'ry thought of ill; 
Till thou in thy good time appear, 
And ſav'ſt me from the fowler's ſnare, 


Already 
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Already ſpringing-hope I feel; 


God will deſtroy the pow'r of hell; 


God, from the land of wars and pain, 
Leads me where peace and ſafety reign. 


One only care my ſoul ſhall know, 
Father, all thy commands todo: 
Ah! deep engrave it on my breaſt, 
That I in thee ev'n now am bleſt. 


When my warm thoughts I fix on thee, 
And plunge me in thy mercy's ſea, 
Then ev'n on me thy face ſhall ſhine, 
And quicken this dead heart of mine. 


So er'n in ſtorms my zeal ſhall grow, 
So ſhall I thy hid ſweetneſs know: 
And feel (what endleſs age ſhall prove) 


That thou, my Lord, my God, art love. 


HYMN LXXI. 


AT HE R, if juftly ſtill we claim 
To us and ours the promiſe made, 
To us be graciouſly the fame, _ 
And crown with living fire our head. 


Our claim admit, and from above 
Of holineſs the ſpirit ſhow'r, 

Of wile diſcernment, humble love, 
And zeal, and unity, and pow'r. 


The Spirit of convincing ſpeech, 
Of pow'r demonſtrative impart, 
Such as may ev'ry conſcience reach, 


And ſound the unbeheving heart. 


The ſpirit of refining fire, 
Searching the inmoſt of the mind, 

To purge all fierce and foul deſire, 

Aud kindle life more pure and kind, 
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Tread down its lirength, o'erturn its ſway, 


No guile hath in thy lips been found, 


( 64 ) 
The ſpirit of faith i in this thy day, 


To break the pow'r of cance lid ſin, 
And ſtill the conqueſt more than win. 


The ſpirit breathe of inward life, 

Which in our hearts thy laws may write; 
Then griet expires, and pain, and ſtrife, 
_ *Tis nature all, and all delight. 


On all the earth thy ſpirit ſhow'r, 
The earth in righteouſneſs renew 3 TT 

Thy kiagdom come, and heil's o'erpow'r, _ 
And to thy ſceptre all ſubdue. 


Like mighty winds, or torrents fierce, 
Let it oppoſers all o'er-run, 

And ev'ry law of fin reverſe, 
That faith and love may make all one. 


Yet, let the Spirit in eviry place 
Its richer energy declure, _ ie 
While lovely tempers, fruits of grace, 
The kingdom ot thy Chrilt prepare. 


Grant this, O holy God, and true ! 


The ancient ſcers thou Aidſt inſpire: : 
To us perform the promiſe due, 
Detcend and crown us now with fire. | 


H YM N LXXIII. 


XTENDED on a curſed tree, 
1 Beſmear'd with duſt, and ſweat, and blood, 
See there the King of glory , ee, 


Sinks and -exvire- the Son of God. 


Who, who, my Saviour, this hath done? 
Who could thy {ſacred bod y wound ? 
No gwit thy: ſpotleſs heart hath known 
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I, I alone have done the deed ! 
Tis I thy ſacred fleſh have torn : 


My fins have caus'd thee, Lord, to bleed; 


Pointed the nail, and fix'd the thorn. 


The burthen for me to ſuſtain 


Too great, on thee, my Lord, was laid: 


To heal me, thou haſt borne my pain : 
To bleſs me, thou a curſe waſt made. 


In the devouring lion's teeth, 
Torn, and forſook of all, I lay: 
Thou ſprang'it inte the jaws of death, 
From death to fave the helpleſs prey. 


My Saviour, how ſhall T proclaim, 
How pay the mighty debt I owe! 

Let all I have, and all I am, 
Ceaſeleſs to all thy glory ſhow. 


Too much to thee I cannot give, 
Too much I cannot do for thee : 

Let all thy love, and all thy grief, 
Grav'n on my heart for ever be. 


The meek, the ſtill, the lowly mind, 
O may I learn from thee, my God: 

And love, with ſofteſt pity join'd, 
For thoſe that trample on thy blood. 


Still let thy tears, thy groans, thy ighs, 
O'erflow my eyes, and heave my 

Till looſe from fleſh and earth I rife, 

And ever in thy boſom reſt. 


HYMN LXXIV. 


reaſt, 


E. TER NAL depth of Love Divine, 


In ſeſus, God with us diſplay'd, 


How bright thy beaming glones ſhine ! 


How wide thy healing ſtreams areſpre 


ad! 
With 


With whom doſt thou delight to dwell! 


Sinners, a vile and thanklefs race: 
O God! what tongue aright can tell 
How vaſt thy love, how great thy grace! 


The dictates of thy ſov'reign will 
With joy our grateful hearts receive; 
All thy delight in us fulfil, | ; 
Lo! all we are to thee we give. 
To thy ſure love, thy tender care, 
Our fleſh, ſoul, ſpirit we reſign ; 
O! fix thy ſacred prelence there, | 
And ſeal th' abude for ever thine. 


O King of Glory, thy rich grace 
Our ſhort defircs ſurpaſſes far! | 
Yea, ev'n our crimes, though numberleſs, 
Leſs num'rous than thy mercies are, 
Still on thee, Father, may we reſt ! 
Still may we pant thy Son to know ! 
Thy Spirit ſtill breathe in our breaſt, 
Fountain of peace and joy below! 


Oft have we ſeen thy mighty pow'r, 
Since from the world thou mad'ſt us free: 
Still may we praiſe thee more and more, 
Our hearts more firmly knit to thee : 
Still, Lord, thy ſaving health diſplay, 
And arm our fouls with heav*nly zeal: 
So fearleſs ſhall we urge our way | 
Through all the pow'rs of earth and hell ! 


HY MN LXXV. 


Thirſt, thou wounded Lamb of God, 
: Jo waih me in thy cleanſing blood; 

To dwell within thy wounds; then pain 
Is tweet, and lite or death is gain, 


Take 


. 


Take this poor heart, and let it be 

For ever clos'd to all but thee! 

Seal thou my breaſt, and let me wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 


Haw bleſt are they who ſtill abide, 

Cloſe ſhelter'd in thy bleeding fide ! 
Who lite aud ſtrength from thence derive, 
And by thee move, and in thee live. 


What are our works but fin and death, 
Till thou the quick' ning 8 Spirit breathe ? 
Thou give the pow'r thy grace to move; 
O wond'rous grace! O boundleſs ove + 3 


How can it be, thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhouldſt us to glory bring 
Make ſlaves the partners of thy ne, | 
Deck'd with a never-fading crown ? 


Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o'crflow, 
Our words are loſt : nor will we know, 
Nor will we think of ought beſide, 

My Lord, my Love is crucify'd! 


Ah! Lord, enlarge our ſcanty thought, 
To know the wonders thou haſt wrought ! : 
Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongue to tell 
Thy love imma, unſearchable. 


Firſt-born of many brethren thou}! 
To thee, lo! all our ſouls we bow, 
To thee our hearts and hands we give, 

Thine may we die, thine may we live, 


HYMN LXXVI. 


ROTHER in Chriſt, and well beloy'd, 
To Jeſus and his ſervants 76 551 


Enter, and ſhew thyſelf approv'd; 
Enter, and find that God is here. 


2 Scapꝭd 
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S*cap'd from the world, redeem'd from fin, 
By fiends purſu'd, by men abhorr'd, . 

Come in, poor fugitive, come in, 


And ſhare the portion of thy Lord, 


Welcome from earth lo, the right hand 
Ot fellowſhip to thee we give! 

With open arms and hearts we ſtand, 
And thee in Jeſu's name receive. 


Say, is thy heart reſolv'd as our's ; 
Then let it burn with ſacred love; 

Then let it taſte the heav'nly pow'rs, 
Partaker of the joys above. 


Jeſu, attend! thyſelf reveal! 

Are we not met in thy great name? 
Thee in the midſt we wait to feel, 

We wait to catch the ſpreading flame. 


Thou God, that anſwereſt by fire, 
The ſpirit of burning now impart, 

And let the flames of pure deſire 
Riſe from the altar of our heart. 


Truly our fellowſhip below 

With thee and with the Father is: 
In thee eternal life we know. 

And Heav'n's unutterable bliſs. 


In part we only know thee here, 


But wait thy coming irom above— 
And I ſhall then behold thee near 
And I ſhall all be loſt in love! 


HYMN ILXXVII. 


x ESUS, in whom the Godhead's rays 


Beam forth with milder majeſty, 
I ſee thee full of truth and grace, 


And come for all T want to'thee. 


Wrathful 
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Wrathful, impure, and proud Jam, 
Nor conſtancy, nor ſtrength I have: 

But thou,” O Lord, art ſtill the ſame, 

And haſt not loſt thy pow'r to ſave. 


Save me from pride, the plague expel ; 
Jeſu, thine humble ſelf impart, 

O let thy mind within me dwell; 
O give me lowlineſs of heart. 


Enter thyſelf, and caſt out ſin; 

Thy ſpotleſs purity beſtow ; | 
Touch me, and make the leper clean ; 
Waſh me, and I am White as ſnow. 


Fury is not in thee, my God, 

O why ſhould it be Gd in thine ! 

Sprinkle me, Saviour, with thy blood: 
And all thy gentleneſs is mine. 


Pour but thy blood upon the flame, 
Meek, and diſpaſſionate, and mild, 
The leopard finks into a lamb, 
And I become a little child, 


HY M N LXXXVIII. 


That my load of ſin. were gone, 
O that I could at laſt ſubmit 
At Jeſu's feet to lay me down, 
To lay my ſoul at Jeſu's feet. 


When ſhall mine eyes behold the Lamb, 
The God of my falvation ſee! 

Weary, O Lord, thou«know'ft I am, 
Yer {till I cannot come to thee. 


Reſt for my ſoul I far to "rp 
Saviour, it mine indeed thang art, 

Gave me thy meek and lowly mind, 
And ſtamp thine image on my heart, 


Fain 


V3 


Bring near, bring near the zoytul hour, 


Ho ſure eſtabliſh'd is thy throne ! 


(00 


Fain would I learn of thee, my God, 
Thy light and eaſy burden prove, 

The croſs all ſtain'd with hallow'd blood, 
The labour of thy dying love. 


This moment would I take it up, 
And after my dear Maſter bear, 

With thee aſcend to Calv'ry's top, 
And bow my head and ſuffer there. 


I would, but thou muſt give the pow'r, 
Iy heart from ev'ry ſin releaſe; 


And fill me with thy perfect peace. 


Come, Lord, the drooping finner chear, 
Nor let thy chariot-wheels delay, 
Appear, in my poor heart, appear, 
My God, my Saviour, come away! 


HYMN LXXIX. 


IT H glory glad, with ſtrength array'd, 
The Lord that o'er all nature reigns, 
The world's foundation ſtrongly laid, 
And the vaſt fabric ſtill ſuſtains :; 


Which ſhall no change or period ſee : 
For thou, O Lord, and thou alone, 
Art King from all eternity, 


The floods, O Lord, lift up their voice, 
And toſs the troubled waves on high; 

But God above can ſtill their noiſe, 
And make the angry ſea comply. 


Thy promiſe, Lord, 1s ever ſure, 


And they that in thy houſe would dwell, 
That happy ſtation to ſecure, 
Muſt ſtill in holineſs excel, 
HYMN. 
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LORY to God, whole ſov'reign grace 
Hath animated ſenſeleſs ſtones, 
Call'd us to ſtand before his face, 
And rais'd us into Abraham's ſons, 


The people that in darkneſs lay, 
In tin and error's deadly ſhade, 
Have ſeen a glorious goſpel- day 
In Jeſu's lovely face diſplay'd. 


Thou only, Lord, the work haſt done, 
And bar'd thine arm in all our ſight, 


HFaſt made the reprobates thine own, 


And claun'd the outcaſts as thy right. 


Thy fingle arm, almighty Lord, 
To us the great jalvation brought, 
Thy word, thy all-creating word, | 
That ſpake at firſt the world from nought. 


For this the ſaints lift up their voice, 
And ceaſeleſs praiſe to thee is giv'n; 
For this the hoſts above rejoice : 
We praiſe the happineſs of heav'n. 


For this (no longer ſons of night) 

To thee our thankful hearts we give: 
To thee, who call'd us into light, 

To thee we die, to thee we live. 


Suffice, that for the ſeaſon paſt, 
Hell's horrid language fill'd our tongues, 


Me all thy words behind us caſt, 


And lewdly ſang the drunkard's ſongs. 


But O the pow'r of grace divine! 


In hymns we now our voices raiſe, 
Loudly in ſtrange hoſannas join, 
And blaſphemies are turn'd to praiſe | 
G 2 Praiſe 
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9 Praiſe God from whom all bleſſings flow. 
Praiſe him all creatures here below, 


Praife him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Praiſe Father, Son, and holy Ghoſt, 


; HYMN LXXXL 


I TERNAL Pow'r, whoſe high abode: 
| Becomes the grandeur of a God: 
Infinite lengths beyond the bounds 

Where ſtars revolve their little rounds. 


2 Thee while the firſt archangel ſings, 
He hides his face behind his wings, 
And ranks of ſhining thrones around. 
Fall, worſhipping, and ſpread the ground. 


3 Lord, what ſhall earth and aſhes do? 
We would adore our Maker too: 
From fin and duſt to thee we cry, 


'The Great, the Holy, and the High ! 


4 Earth from afar has heard thy fame, 
And worms have learnt to liſp thy name: 
But O! the glories of thy mind 
Leave all our ſoaring thoughts behind. 


God is in heav'n, and men below, 
Be ſhort our tunes; our words be few; 
A ſacred rev'rence checks our ſongs, 
And praiſe ſits ſilent on our tongues. 


HYMN LI. 


I RAISE ye the Lord: 'tis goad to raife 
Our hearts and voices in his praiſe ; 
His nature and his works 1nvite, 
To make this duty our delight, 
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He form'd the ſtars, thoſe heav'nly flames, 
He counts their numbers, calls their names, 


His wiſdom's vaſt, and knows no bound, 
A deep where all our thoughts are drown 


Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 

Who ſpreads his clouds around the ſky : 
There he prepares the fruitful rain, 
Nor lets the drops deſcend in vain. 


He makes the graſs the hills adorn, 
And clothes the ſmiling fields with corn: 
The beaſts with food his hands ſupply, 
And the young ravens when they cry. 


What is the creature's ſkill or force, 
The ſprightly man, or warlike horſe ? 
The piercing wit,. the active hmb, 
All are too mean delights for him.. 


But ſaints are lovely in his fight, . 
He views his children with delight! 
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He ſees their hope, he knows their fear, 


And looks and loves his image there. 


Praiſe God from whom all bleſſings flow, 


Praiſe him all creatures here below, 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'n ly hoſt, 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoit. 


H Y M N LXXXIII. 
EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 


Ye nations, bow with ſacred joy 
Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create, and he deſtroy. 


His ſov'reign pow'r, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men 
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And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray d, 


He brought us to his fold again. 
G 3 
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We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav'ns our voices raiſe; 

And earth, with her ten thouſand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


Wide as the world 13 thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 

Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


HYMN LXXXIV. 


OD of my life, whoſe gracious-pow*r 
J Through various deaths my ſoul hath led, 
Or turn'd afide the fatal hour, 
Or lifted up my ſinking head. 


In all my ways thy hand I own, 
Thy ruling providence I ſee: 

O help me {till my courſe to run, 
And ſtill direct my paths to thee, 


Fooliſh, and impotent, and blind, 

Lead mea way I have not known ; 
Bring me where I my heav'n may find, 
The heav'n of loving thee alone. 


Enlarge my heart to make thee room ; 
Enter, and in me ever ſtay ; 


The crooked then ſhall ftrait become, 


The darknels ſhall be loſt in day, 
HYMN LXXXV. 


CN GOD, my God, my all thou art, 
'Ere ſhines the dawn of rifing day, 


Iny ſoy'reign light within my heart, 


Thine all-enliv'ning pow'r diſplay, 
| For 
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For thee my thirſty ſoul does pant, 
While in this deſart land I live: 

And hungry as I am, and faint, 
Thy love alone can comtort give. 


In a dry land behold I place 
My whole deſire on thee, O Lord, 

And more I joy to gain thy grace, 
Than all earth's treaſures can afford. 


In holineſs within thy gates 
Ot old oft have I ſought for thee ; 


Again my longing ſpirit waits, 


That tulneſs ot delight to ſee. 


More dear than life itſelf, thy love 

My heart and tongue mall {till employ ; 
And to declare thy praiſe will prove 

My peace, my glory, and my joy. 


In bleſſing thee with grateful ſongs, 
My happy life ſhall ghde away; 

The praiſe that to thy name belongs 
Hourly with lifted hands I'll pay. 


Abundant ſweetneſs while I ling, 
Thy love my raviſh'd ſoul o'erflows, 

Secure in thee, my God and King, 
Of glory that no period knows. 


Thy name, O Lord, upon my bed 
Dwells on my lips, and fires my thought, 
With trembling awe in midnight ſhade, 
I muſe on all thine hands have wrought, 


In all Ido I feel thine aid, 
Therefore thy gre: atneſs will I ſing, 
O God, who bid'ſt my heart be lad 
Beneath the ſhadow of thy wing. 


My ſoul draws nigh, and cleaves to thee 3 : 
Then let or earth or hell aſſail, 
Thy. mighty hand ſhall ſet me free, 
For whom thou ſav'ſt, he ne'er ſhall fail, 
HY M N 
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HYMN IXXXVI. 
Thou, our hufband, brother, friend, 
* Behold a cloud of incenſe riſe, 


The pray'rs of ſaints to heav'n aſcend, 
_— Grateful, uncealing ſacrifice. 


2 Regard our pray'rs for Sion's peace, 
Shed 1n our hearts thy love abroad; 
Thy gifts abundantly increaſe, 

Enlarge, and fill us all with God. 
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3 Before thy ſheep, great Shepherd, go, 
And guide into thy perfect will ; 
Cauſe us thy hallow'd name to know, 

The work of faith with pow'r fulfil. 
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4 Help us to make our calling ſure, 
| O! let us ailbe ſaints indeed, 
And pure as God himſelf is pure, 
Contorm'd in all things ta our head. 


5 Take the dear purchaſe of thy blood; 
Thy blood ſhall waſh us white as ſnow ; 
Preſent us ſanctify'd to God, 
And perfected in love below. 


6 That blood which cleanſes from all fin. 
That efficacious blood apply, 
And waſh and make us throughly clean,. 
And change and wholly ſanctity. 


7 From all iniquity redeem, 
Cleanſe by the water and the word, 
And free from ev'ry touch of blame, 
And make the ſervants as their Lord.. 


| 8 Waſh out the deep orig'nal ſtain, 
And make us glorious all within ;. 
No wrinkle on our ſouls remain, 
No ſmalleſt ſpot of inbred fin, 1 
| | Then 
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Then when the perfect life of love, bi 
The bride and all her children live, 
Come down, and take us up above, | 
And to thy heav'n of heav'ns receive. 


HYMN LXXXVII 


TAY, thou inſulted Spirit, ſtay, 
Though I have done thee ſuch deſpite, 
Nor caſt the ſinner quite away, 
Nor take thine everlaſting flight, 


Though I have moſt unfaithful been, 
Ot all who c'er thy grace receiv'd, 

Ten thouſand times thy goodneſs ſeen, 
Ten thouſand times thy goodneſs griev'd. 


Yet O! the chief of ſinners ſpare, 
In honour of my great High-prieſt, 
Nor in thy righteous anger ſwear, 
T*exclude me from thy people's reſt, 


If yet thou canſt my fins forgive, 
From now, O Lord, relieve my woes 
Into thy reſt of love receive, 
And bleſs me with the calm repoſe. 
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From now, my weary ſoul releaſe, 
Up-raiſe me with thy gracious hand, 
And guide into thy perfect peace, 
Ard bring me to the promis'd land. 


HYMN LXXXVIII. 


E comes, he comes, the Judge ſevere, 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near, 
"His lightnings flaſh, his thunders roll, 
How welcome to the faithful ſoul ; 
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From heav'n angelic voices ſound, 
See the almighty Jeſus crown'd, 
Girt with omnipotence and grace, 


And glory decks the Saviour's face. 


Deſcending on his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms tor his own ; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hail him their triumphant Lord, 


Shout all the people of the ſky, 

And all the ſaints of the Moſt High! 
Our Lord, who now his right obtains, 
For ever, and for ever reigns ! 


HYMN LXXXIX. 


R M of the Lord, awake, awake ! 
| Thine own immortal ſtrength put on; 
With terror cloth'd, the nations ſhake, 
And caſt thy foes with tury down. 


_ Ariſe, as in the antient days, 


The ſacred annals ſpeak thy name; 
Be now omnipotently near, 
To endleis ages ſtill the fame. 


Thy tenfold vengeance knew to quell 

And humble haughty Rahab's pride, 
Groan'd her pale ſons thy ſtroke to feel, 

The firſt-born victims groan'd and dy d. 
The wounded dragon rag'd in vain, 

While bold thine utmoſt plague to brave, 
Madly he dar'd the parted main, 

And ſunk beneath th” o'erwhelming wave. 


He ſunk : while Iſrael's choſen race 
Triumphant urge their wond'rous way; 
Divinely led, the favourites paſs ; 
Th' unwat'ry deep and empty'd ſea, - 
| 6 
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At diſtance heap'd on either hand, Þ 
Vielded a ſtrange unbeaten road, 


In chryſtal walls the waters ſtand, ti 
And own the arm of Iſrael's God. 


That arm which is not ſhorten'd now, | 

Which wants not now the pow'r to fave; 
Still preſent with thy people, thou 

Bear'ſt them through life's diſparted wave: 
By earth and hell purſu'd in vain, 

To thee the ranſom'd ſeed ſhall come, 
Shouting their heav'nly Sion gain, 

And paſs through death triumphant home. 


The pain of life ſhall there be o'er, 
The anguiſh and diſtracting care, 
There, ſighs and griets ſhall be no more, 
And in ſhall never enter there. 
Where pure eſſential joy is found, 
| The Lord's redeem'd their heads ſhall raiſe, 
With everlaſting gladneſs crown'd 
And fill'd with love, and loſt in praiſe. 


HYMN XC. i 
1 


T T E dies, the heav'nly Lover dies, 
The tidings ſtrike a doleful ſound 
On my poor heart-ſtrings : deep he hes 
In the cold caverns of the ground. 
Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two 
On the dear boſom of your God : 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 
A thouſand drops of richer blood. 


Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
The Lord of glory dies for men! 

But lo, what ſudden joys I fee ! 
Jeſus the dead revives again, 


The 
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The riſing God forſakes the tomb, 
Up to his Father's court he flies; 

Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies. 


Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell 
Hlow high our great Deliv'rer reigns ; 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 
And led the monſter Death in chains, 
Say, Live for ever, wond'rous King! 
Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave! 
Then aſk the monſter, Where's thy ſting ? 
And where's thy vict'ry, boaſting grave? 


HYMN XC. 


HEN ſhall thy lovely face be ſeen ? 
When ſhall our eyes behold our God ? 
What lengths of diſtance lie between ? 
And hills of guilt? A heavy load. 


Ye heav'nly gates, looſe all your chains, 
Let the eternal pillars bow, 

Bleſt Saviour, cleave the ſtarry plains, 
And make the chryſtal mountains flow. 


Hark? how thy ſaints unite their crie2, 
And pray and wait the gen'ral doom; 

Come, thou! the ſoul of all our joys; 

Thou, the defire of nations, come! 


Our heart-ſtrings groan with deep complaint, 
Our tleſh lies panting, Lord, for thee ; 

And ev'ry limb and ev'ry joint 
Stretches for immortality, 


Now let our chearful eyes ſ urvey_ 
The blazing earth and melting hills, 
And ſmile to ſee the lightnings play, 
And flaſh along before thy wheels. 
| Hark ! 
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6 Hark! what a ſhout of vi'lent j joys, 
Joins, with the mighty trumpet's ſound! 
The angel herald ſhakes the ſkies, 
Awakes the graves, and tears the ground, 


7 Ye ſlumb'ring faints, a heav'nly hoſt 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs ;z | 
Let ev'ry ſacred, fleeping duſt 
Leap into life; for Jeſus comes. 


8 Jeſus, the God of might and love, 
New moulds our limbs of cumb'rous clay, 
Quick as ſeraphic flames we move, 
To reign with him in endleſs day. 


HYMN, XCII 


X UR Lord is riſen from the dead, 
Our Jeſus is gone up on high, 
The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the (ky. 
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There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay, 
Litt up your heads, ye heav'nly gates ; 

Ye everlaſting doors give way! 


3 Looſe all your bars of maſly light, | 
And wade unfold th? ethereal ſcene; 
He claims theſe manſions as his right, 


Receive the King of Glory in. 


4 Who is this King of Glory, who? 
The Lord that all his foes o'ercame, 
The world, fin, death, and hell o'erthrew ; 
And Jeſus is the Cenqror's name. 


5 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay, 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates ; 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way ! 
H 


Who 


682) 
Who 1s the King of Glory, who? 
The Lord of glorious pow'r poſſeſt, 


The King of ſaints and angels too, 
God over all, for ever bleſt. 


HYMN X.CIII. 


HEN 1 ſurvey the wond'rous croſs, 
On which the Prince of glory dy'd, 


My richeſt gain I count but loſs, | 

And pour contempt on all my pride; 

Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, _ 
Save in the death of Chriſt, my God ; 

All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
J ſacrifice them to his blood, | 


See from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 

Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown ? 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall ; 

Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 
Demands my ſoul, my life, my all, 


Thy ſacrifice without the gate, 
Once offer'd up, we call to mind, 
And humbly at thy altar wait, | 
Our int'reſt in thy death to find; 
We thirſt to drink thy precious blood; 
We languiſh in thy wounds to reſt, 
And hunger for immortal food, 
And long on all thy love to feaſt, 


O that we now thy fleſh may eat, 
It's virtues really receive, 
Impower'd by this immortal meat 
The life of holineſs to live ; 
Partakers of thy ſacrifice, 
O way we all thy nature ſhare, 
Till to the holieſt place we riſe, _ 
Aud keep the feaſt for ever there. 


HYMN 
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HYMN XCIV. 


H lovely appearance of deuth, 
No ſight upon earth is ſo fair! 


Not all the gay pageants that breathe, 


Can with a dead body compare. 


With ſolemn delight 1 ſurvey 


The corpſe when the ſpitit is fled, 
In love with the beautiful cl:y, 
And longing to he in its'ſtead, 
How bleit is our brother, berett 
Of all that could burthen his mind, 


How eaſy the ſoul that has left 


This weariſome body behind ! 
Of evil incapable thou, 
Whoſe relies with envy I ſee, 
No longer in miſery new, 
No longer a finner like me, 


This earth is affected no more 
With fickneſs, or ſhaken with pain, 
The war in the members is o'er, 
And never ſhall vex him again: 
No anger henceforward or ſhame 
Shall redden this innocent clay, 
Extinct is the animal flame, 
And paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 


The languiſhing head is at reſt, 

Its thinking and aching are o'er, 
The quiet immoveable breaſt 
Is heav'd by affliction no more: 

The heart is no longer the ſeat 
Of trouble-and torturing pain, 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 
It never ſhall flutter again, 


The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſleep, 


Seal'd up in eternal repoſe, 


Have ſtrangely 2, po to weep ; 
2 
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By faith we already behold 
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The fountains can yield no ſupplies, 
Theſe hollows from water are Fl ree, 

The tears are all wip'd from theſe eyes, 
And evil they never walt ſee. 


To mourn and to ſuffer 1 is mine, 

While bound in a priſon I breathe 
And ſtill for deliverance pine, 

And preſs to the iſſues of death: 
What now with my tears I bedew, 

O might I this moment become ! 
My ſpirit created anew, 

My. fleſh be confign'd to the tomb. 


HYMN Xv. 


WAY with our ſorrow and fear! 
We ſoon ſhall recover our home : 

The city of ſaints ſhall appear, 
The day of eternity come: 
From earth we ſhall quickly remove, 

And mount to our native abode, 
The houſe of our Father above, 

The palace of angels and God, 


Our. mourning 1s all at an end, . 
When rais'd by the lite-giving Word, 
We ſee the new city deſcend, | 

Adorn'd as a bride for her Lord: 
The city ſo holy and clean, 

No ſorrow can breathe in the air, 
No gloom of aftliftion or fin, | 
No ſhadow of evil is there. 


That lovely Jeruſalem Here!“ 
Her walls are of jaſper and gold, 
As chryſtal her buildings are clear: 


Immoreably 


„ 
Im moveably founded in grace, 
She ſtands as ſhe ever hath ſtood, 
And brightly her builder diſplays, _ 
And flames with the glory of God: 


No need of the ſun in that day, 
Which never is follow'd by night, 

Where Jeſus's beauties diſplay 

A pure and a permanent light : 
The Lamb is their light and their ſun, 
And lo! by reflexion they ſhine, 
With Jeſus ineffably one, 

And bright in effulgence divine. 


The ſaints in his preſence receive 
Their great and eternal reward, 
In Jeſus, in heav'n they live, | | 
They reign in the ſmile of their Lord:: 
The flame of angelical love, 
Ts kindled at Jeſus's face, 
And all the enjoy ment above, 
Conſiſts 1n; the rapturous gaze. 


HYMN XCVL 


HE ſpacious firmament on high, ? 
With all the blue ethereal ſky, 
And ſpangled heavens, (aſhining frame!) 
Their great Original proclaim. 
Th' unwearied ſun from duy to day, 
Doth his Creator's pow'r diſplay: 
And publiſtes to ev'ry land 
The work of an almighty hand. 


Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, | 
The moon takes up the wond*rous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'uing earth, 
Repeats the ſtory. of her birth: 5 

* Whilſt 1 


L 
| 
1 


o 


( 86 ) 


Whhilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, 


And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though in ſolemn filence all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball ? 
What though no real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found? 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 

«© The hand that made us is divine.“ 


HYMN XCVII. 


HOU, Jeſus, art our King, 
Thy ceaſeleſs praiſe we fing - 
Praiſe ſhall our glad tongues employ, 
Praiſe o'erflow our grateful ſoul, 
While we vital breath enjoy, 
While eternal ages roll. 


Thou art th' eternal Light, 
Thou ſhin'ſt in deepeſt night: 
Wond'ring, gaz'd th'angelic train, 
While thou bowd'ſt the heav'ns ſs 
God with God wert man with man, 
Man to ſave from endleſs death, 


Thou for our pain didſt mourn, 
Thou haſt our fickneſs borne : 
All our fins on thee were laid; 
Thou with unexampled grace 
All the mighty debt haſt paid, 
Due from Adam's helpleſs race. 


Enthron'd above yon 1 
Thou reign'ſt with God moſt bigh, 
Proſtratq 
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Proſtrate at thy feet we fall: 
Pow'r ſupreme, to thee 1s giv'n: 


Thee, the righteous judge of all, 
Sons of earth and hoſts of heav'n, 


Cherubs with Seraphs j Join, 
And in thy praiſe combine, 
All their choirs thy glories ſing, 
Who ſhall dare with thee to vie? 
Mighty Lord, eternal King, 
Sov'reign both of earth and ſky ! 


Wide earth's remoteſt bound 
Full of thy praiſe is found : 
And all heav'n's eternal day 
With thy ſtreaming glory flames: 
All thy foes ſhall melt away 
From th' inſufferable beams. 


O Lord, O God of love! 
Let us thy mercy prove.! 
King of all, with pitying eye 
Mark the toil, the pains we feel, 
»Midſt the ſnares of death we lie, 
Midſt the banded pow'rs of hell. 


Ariſe, ſtir up thy pow'r 
Thou deathleſs Conqueror! 
Help us to obtain the prize, 
Help us well to cloſe our race, 
That with thee above the ſkies 
Endleſs joy we may poſſeſs. 


HYMN XCVIII. 


RISE, my ſoul, ariſe, 
Thy Saviour's ſacrifice ! 
All the names that love could find, 
All the forms that love could take, 
Jeſus in himſelt has join'd, 
Thee, my ſoul, his own to make, 


Equal 


„ 


Equal with God Moſt High, 
He laid his glory by: 
He th' Eternal God was born, 
Man with men he deign'd t' appear, 
Object of his creature's ſcorn, 
Pleas'd a ſervant's form to wear. 


Hail, everlaſting Lord, 
Divine, Incarnate Word! 
Thee let all my pow'rs confeſs, 
Thee my lateſt breath proclaim; 
Help, ye angel choirs, to bleſs, 
Shout the lov'd Immanuel's name. 


Fruit of a virgin 's womb, 
The promis'd bleſſing's come; 
Chriſt, the fathers hope of old; 
Chriſt, the Woman's conq'ring Seed; 
Chriſt, the Saviour long foretold, 
Born to bruiſe the ſerpent's head. 


Refulgent from afar, 
See the bright Morning ſrar!“ 
See the Day - ſpring from on high, 
Late in dee peſt darkneſs rife! 
Night recedes, the ſhadows fly, 
Flames with day the op'ning ſkies; 


Our eyes on earth ſurvey 
The dazzling Shechinah! 
Bright, in endleſs glory bright 
Now in fleſh he ſtoops to dwell, 
God of God, and Light of Light, 
Image ſof th* Inviſible, 


He ſhines on earth ador'd, 
The Preſence of the Lord: 
God, the mighty God and true, 
God by higbeſt heav'ns confeſt, 
Stands diſplay'd to mortal view, 
God ſupreine, ſor. ever bleſt. 


Jeſu, 
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8 Jeſu, to thee I bow, 
'Th' Almighty's Fellow thou! 
Thou, the Father's only Son ; 
Pleas'd he ever is in thee, 
Juſt and holy thou alone, 
Full of grace and truth for me. 


9 High above ev'ry name, 
Jeſus, the great IAM 
Bow to Jeſus ev'ry knee, | 
Things in earth, and heav'n, and hell: 
Saints adore him, dæmons flee, ' 
Fiends, and men, and angels feel, 


10 He left his throne above, 
Empty'd of all but love: 
Whom the heav'ns cannot contain, 
God vouchſaf 'd a worm t appear, 
Lord of glory, Son of man, 
Poor, and vile, and abject here. 


11 His own on earth he ſought, 
His own receiv'd him not: 
Him, a ſign by all blaſphem'd, 
Outcaſt and deſpis'd of men, 
Him they all a madman deem'd, 
Bold to ſcoff the Nazarene ! 


12 Hail, Galilean Ting! 
Thy humble ſtate I fing! 
Never ſhall my triumphs end, 
Hail derided majeſty ! 
Jeſus, hail ! the ſinner's friend, 
Friend of Pu3licans—and me. 


13 Thane eye obſerv'd my pain, 
Thou good Samaritan ! | 
Spoil'd Ilay, and bruis'd by fin, 
Gaſp'd my faint expiring ſoul, 
Wine and oil thy love pour'd in, 
# Clos'd my wounds, and made me whole. 


Hail 
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14 _ Hail, the life-giving Lord 
. Divine, n Word, 
Thee the Life my ſoul has found, 
Thee the Reſurtection prov'd; 
Dead I heard the quick'ning ſound, 
Own'd the voice, believ'd, and lox'd. 


15 With thee gone up on high, 
I live no more to die: | 
Firſt and Laſt, I feel thee now, 
Witneſs of thy empty tomb, 
Alpha and Omega thou, 
Walt, and art, and art to come! 


HYMN XCISX. 


x ET earth and heav'n agree, 
Angels and men be join'd, 
To celebrate with me 1 
The Saviour of mankind: 
T' adore the all-atoning Lamb, 
And bleſs the ſound of Jeſu's name. 


2 Jeſus, tranſporting ſound! 
The joy of earth and heav'n! 
No other help is found, 
No other name is giv'n, 
By which we can ſalvation have! 
But Jeſus came the world to ſave. 


Jeſus, harmonious name! 
It charms the hoſts above 
They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his love! 
*Tis all their happineſs to gaze; 
*Tis heav'n to ſee our Jeſu's face. 


1 


His name the ſinner hears, 
And is from fin ſet free; 
*Tis muſie in his ears, 
"Tis life and victory: 
New ſongs do now his lips employ, 
And dances his glad heart for joy. 


Stung by the ſcorpion fin, 
My poor expiting ſoul 1 
The balmy ſound drinks in, | 
And is at once made whole; 
See there! my Lord upon the tree! 
I hear, I feel he dy'd for me. 


For me and all mankind, 
The Lamb of God was lain f 
My Lamb his life reſign'd YM 
For ev*ry ſoul of man: ö 
Loving to all, he none paſs'd by, = 
He would not have one ſinner die. | 


O unexampled love! 
O all- redeeming grace! 
How ſwiftly didſt thou move 
: To ſave a fallen race, 
What ſhall I do to make it: known. ö 
W hat thou for all mankind haſt done? | 


For this alone I breathe, 

To ſpread the goſpel-ſound, 
Glad ridings of thy death 

To all the nations round : 
Who all may feel thy blood apply'd, 
Since all are freely juſtify'd. 


O for a trumpet-voice, | 
On all the world to call! 
To bid their hearts rejoice 
In him who dy'd for all! 
For all my Lord was crucify'd ; 
For all, for all my Saviour dy'd ! 
>» . 


To 
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| 10 To ſerve thy bleſſed will, 75 = 
| Thy dying love to praiſe, 
= Thy counſel to fulfil, 
| And miniſter thy grace; 
| Freely what J receive to give, 1 
The life of heav'n on earth to live. | 


1 HYMN. C. 


T H E Lord Jehovah reigns, 
| His throne is built on high; 
The garments he aſſumes _ 
Are light and majeſty; 
His glories ſhine with beams ſo bright 
No mortal eye can bear the ſight. 


2 The thunders of his hand 
Keep the wide world in awe; 
His wrath and juſtice ſtand 
To guard his holy law ; 
And where his love reſolves to bleſs, 
His truth confirms and ſeals the grace, 


Through all his mighty works 
Amazing wiſdom ſhines, 
Confounds the pow'rs of hell, 
And breaks their dark deſigns; 5 
Strong is his arm, and ſhall fulfil 
His great decrees and ſov'reign will. 


2 


4 And can this ſov'reign King 
Of Glory condeſcend, 
And will he write his name, 
My Father and my Friend! 
J love his name, I love: his word; 
Join all my pow'rs to praiſe the Lord! 


HY MN 


1 


RYMIN OL 


FF\HOU God of truth and love, 
We ſeek thy perfect way, 
Ready thy choice t'approve, 
Thy providence t'obey, 
Enter into thy wiſe defign, 
Aud ſweetly loſe our will in thine, 


Why haſt thou caſt our lot 
In the ſame age and place, 
Or why together brought 
To ſee each other's face, 
To join with ſofteſt ſympathy, _ 
And mix our friendly ſouls in thee ? 


Didſt thou not make us one, 
That both might one remain, 
Together travel on, 
And bear each other's pain, 
Till both thine utmoſt goodneſs prove, 
And riſe renew'd in perfect love. 


Surely thou did'ſt unite 
Our kindred ſpirits here, 
That both hereafter might 
Before thy throne appear, 
Meet at the marriage of the Lamb, 
And all thy glorious love proclaim. 


Then let us ever bear 
The bleſſed end in view, 
And join with mutual care 
To fight our paſſage through, 
And kindly help each other on, 
Till both receive the ſtarry crown. 


O might thy Spirit ſeal 
Our ſouls unto that day; CY 
15 
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With all thy fulneſs fill, 
And then tranſport away, 
Away to our eternal reſt, 
Away to our Redeemer's breaſt. 


There, only there we ſhall 
Fulfil thy great deſign, 
And in thy praiſe with all 
Our elder brethren join, 
And hymn, in ſongs which never end, 
Our heav'nly everlaſting friend. 


HYMN (Cl. 


EJOICE, the Lord 1s King ! 
Your Lord and King adore z 
Mortals, give thanks and ling, 
And triumph evermore; 
Litt up your heart; lift up your voice; 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, Rejoice. 


| Jeſus the Saviour reigns, 
The God of truth and love, 
When he had purg'd our ſtains, 
He took his ſeat above: 
Lift up your heart ; lift up your voice; 
Rejoice, again I ſay, Rejoice. 


His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er earth ad heav'n; 


The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jeſus giv'n: 


Lift up your heart; lift up your voice; ; 
Rejoice, again I ſay, Rejoice. 


He fits at God's right hand 
Till all his foes ſubmit, 

And bow at his command, 
And fall beneath his fect ; 


Lift 


0 
Lift up your heart; lift up your voice; 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, Rejoice. 


He all his foes ſhall quell, 
Shall all our fins deſtroy ; 
And ev'ry boſom {well 
| With pure ſeraphie joy; 
Lift up your heart; lift up your voice; 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, Rejoice. 


' Rejoice in glorious hope, 
Jeſus, the Judge, ſhall come; 
And take his {ſervants up 
To their eternal home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th'archangel's voice ; 
The trump of God ſhall ſound, Rejoice, 


HYMN CIII. 


ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One in Three, and Three in One, 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on ear th be done; 3 
Praiſe by all to thee be giv'n, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heav'n. 


If ſo poor a worm as 1 
May to thy great glory live, 
All my actions ſanctify, 
All my words and thoughts receive; 
Claim me for thy ſervice, claim 
All I have and all I am. 


Take my ſoul and body's powr's, 
Take my mem'ry, mind, and will, 
All my goods and all my hours, 
All I know and all I feel, 
All I think, and ſpeak, and do; 
Take my heart—but make it new, | 
12 Father, 
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4 Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One in Three, and Three in One, 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on earth be done; 
Praiſe by all to thee be giv'n, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heav'n. 


HY . 


EF OME, let us aſcend, 
My companion and friend, | 
To a taſte of the banquet above: 
If thy heart be as mine, 
It for Jeſus it pine, 
Come up into the chariot of lov e. 


2 Who in Jeſus confide, 
We are bold to out-ride 
The ſtorms of affliction beneath: 
With the prophet we ſoar 
To that heavenly ſhore, 
And outfiy all the arrows of death, 


3 By faith we are come 
Jo our permanent home, 
By hope we the rapture improve ; | 
By love we {till riſe, 
And look down on the ſkies ; 
For the heaven of heavens is love. 


A Who on earth can conceive 
How happy we hve 
In the city ot God, the great King! 
| What a concert ot praiſe, 
When our Jeſus's grace 
The whole heav'nly company ſing. 


5 What a rapturous ſong, 
When the glorify” d throng, 


Iu 
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In the ſpirit of harmony join! 
Join all the glad quires, 
Hearts, voices and lyres, 

And the burthen 1s mercy divine; 


Hallelujah ! they cry, 
To the King ot the iky, 
To the great everlaſting I AM : 
To the Lamb that was flain, 
And liveth again, 
Hallelujah to God and the Lamb! 


The Lamb on the throne, 

Lo! he dwells with his own, 
And to rivers of pleaſure he leads: 

With his mercy's full blaze, 

With the fight of his face, 
Our beautify'd ſpirits he feeds. 


Our foreheads proclaim 
His ineffable name, 
Our bodies his glory diſplay, 
A day without night, 
We feaſt in his ſight, 
And eternity ſeems as a day! 


HFP MN CV. 


HEE, Jeſu, the finner's friend; 
I follow on to apprehend, 
Renew the glorious ſtrite : 
Divinely confident and bold, 
With faith's ſtrong arm on thee lay hold, 
Thee, my eternal lite, 


Tell me, O Lord, if thine I am, 
Tell me thy new, myſterious name, 
Or thou ſhalt never move : 
No, never will I let thee go, 
TW I thy name, thy nature know, 
And feel that God is love. ; 


I 3 I feel 


Mc 


TW 1 
1 feel that I have pow? r with God; 
Thou only haſt the pow'r beſtow'd, 
And arm'd me for the fight: 
A prince through thee invincible, 
I pray, and wreſtle, and prevail, 
And conquer in thy might. 


Thy heart, I know, thy tender heart 


Doth in my ſorrows feel its part, 


And at my tears relent; 
My pow'rful fighs thou canſt not bear, 
Nor ſtand the violence of my pray'r, 
My pray'r omnipotent.. 


Give me the grace, the love I claim, 
Thy Spirit now demands thy name; 
Thou know'ſt tle: Spirit's will: 

He helps my ſouls infirmity, 
And ſtrongly interceeds for me 
With groans unſpeakable. 


Anſwer, dear Lord, thy Spirit's groan, 
O make to me thy nature known, 
Thy hidden name impart ; 
(Thy title 1s with thee the ſame) 
Tell me thy nature and thy name, 
And write it on my heart. 


pris'ner of hope, to thee I turn, 
And calmly confident I mourn, 
And pray and weep for thee : 
Tell me thy love, thy ſecret tell, 
Thy myſtic name in me reveal,, 
Reveal thyſelf in me. 


Deſcend, +: paſs by me, and proclaim, 
O Lord of hoſts, thy glorious name, 


O Lord, the gracious Lord, 
Long-ſuff*ring, merciful and kind, 
The God who always bears in mind 

His everlaſting word, 


Plenteous 


10 


11 


— 
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Plenteous he is in truth and grace, 
He wills that all the fallen race 
Should turn, repent and livre ; 
His pard*ning grace for all is free, 
Tranſgreſſion, fin, iniquity, 


He freely doth forgive. 


Mercy he doth for thouſands keep; 
He goes, and ſeeks the one loſt. ſheep, 
And brings his wand*rer home; 
And ev'ry my ſheep might be. 
Come then, dear Lord, and gather me, 
My Jeſus, quickly come. 


Take me into thy people's reſt, 

O come and with my ſole requeſt, 
My one deſire comply: 

Make me partaker of my hope, 

Then bid me get me quickly up, 
And on thy boſom die. 


HYMN Cl. 


Love divine, how ſweet thou art! 
When ſhall I find my willing heart 
All taken up by thee! 


TI thirſt, and faint, and die to prove 


The greatneſs of redeeming love, 
The love of Chriſt to me. 


Stronger his love than death or hell; 

Its riches are unſearchable; 
The firſt-born ſons of light 

Defire in vain its depth to ſee. ; | 

They cannot reach the myſtery, 
The length, and breadth, and height. 


God only knows the love of God: 


O that it now was ſhed abroad 


In this poor ſtony heart! 2 
EL Fox 


0 


Tor love 1 ſigh, for love I pine: 
This only portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better part, 


100) 


4 O that I could for ever fit, 
With Mary, at the Maſter* s feet; 
he this my happy choice: 
My only care, delight, and bliſs, 
My joy, my heav'n on earth be this, 
To hear the bridegroom's voice, 


O that, with humble Peter, I 
Could weep, believe, and thrice reply, 
My faithfulneſs to prove, 
Thou know'ſt (for all to thee is known) 
Thou know'ſt, O Lord, and thou alone, 
Thou know'ſt that thee I love, 


O that I could with favour'd John, 
Recline my weary head upon 
The dear Redeemer's breaſt ! 
From care, and ſin, and ſorrow free, 
Give me, O Lord, to find in thee 
My everlaſting reſt, 


7 Thy only love do I require 
Nothing 1 in earth beneath deſire, 
Nothing in heav'n above ; 
Let earth, and heav'n, and all things go, 
Give me thy only love to know, 
Give me thy only love. 


HYMN  CVII. 
3 HO U God of glorious majeſty, 
] To thee againſt myſelf, to thee, 
A worm of earth I cry, 
An half-awaken'd child of man, 


An heir of endleſs bliſs or pain, 
A ſinner born to die. 


6 


1 
Lo! on a narrow neck of land, 
Twixt two unbounded ſeas I ſtand, 
Secure, inſenſible: 
A point of life, a moment's ſpace, 
Removes me to that heav'nly place, 
Or ſhuts me up in hell. 


O God, mine inmoſt ſoul convert, 

And deeply on my thoughtful heart 
Eternal things impreſs, | 

Give me to feel their ſolemn weight, 

And tremble on the brink of fate, 
And wake to righteouſneſs ! 


Before me place in dread array 
The pomp of that tremendous day, 
Wben thou with clouds ſhalt come 
To judge the nations at thy bar; 
And tell me, Lord, ſhall I be there 
To meer a joy ful doom? 


Be this my one great buſineſs here, 

With ſerious induſtry and fear, 
My future bliſs t? enſure, 

Thine utmoſt counſel to fulfil, 

And ſuffer all thy righteous will, 
And to the end endure, 


Then, Saviour, then my ſoul receive, 

Tranſported from this vale, to live 
And reign with thee above, 

Where faith 15 ſweetly loſt in ſight, 

And hope 1n full ſupreme delight, 
And everlaſting love. 


HYMN CVE 


O, God is here, | let us adore, 
And own how dreadtul 1 is this place ! 
Let all within us feel his pow'r, | 
And ſilent bow before his face. 
Who know his pow'r, his grace who prove, 
Serve him with awe, with rev'rence, love, 
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2 Lo, God is here! Him day and night 
Th' united choirs of angels ting : 
To him, enthron'd above all height, 
Heav'ns hoſt their nobleſt praiſes bring; 


Diſdain not, Lord, our meaner ſong, 
Who praiſe the with a ſtamm' ring tongue. 


3 Gladly the toys of earth we leave, 
Wealth, pleaſure, fame, for thee alone; 
To thee our will, foul, fleſh we give; 
O rake, 0 ſeal them for thine own. 
Thou art the God: thou art the Lord: 
Be thou by all thy works ador'd . 


4 Being of beings, may our praiſe 
Thy courts with grateful fragrance fill; 
Still may we ſtand before thy face, 
Still hear and do thy ſov'reign will: 
To thee may all our thoughts ariſe, 
Ceaſeleſs, accepted ſacrifice ! 


5 In thee we move: all things of thee 
Are full, thou ſource and life of all! 
Thou vaſt, unfathomable ſea! | 
Fall proſtrate, loſt in wonder, fall 
Ye ſons oi men; for God is man! 
All may we loſe, ſo thee we gain ! 


6 As flow'rs their op'ning leaves diſplay, 
And gladly drink the ſolar fire, 
So may we catch thy ev'ry ray, 
So may thy influence us inſpire, 
Thou beam of the eternal beam 
Thou purging fire thou quick*ning flame! 


H-Y-M-N::CEXx. 
ATHER of light, from whom procccds 


W hate'er thy ev'ry creature needs, 
; Whoſe goodneſs, providently nigh, 
Feeds the young ravens when they cry; 


To 


2 


( 103.) 


To thee I look ; my heart prepare, 
Sugvelt, and hearken to my pray'r. 


Since by thy light myſelf I ſee 

Naked, and poor, and void of thee: 
Tine eyes muſt all my thoughts ſurvey, 
Preventing what my lips would fay : 


Thou ſeeſt my wants; for help they call, 
And e*cr-I ſpeak, thou know'ſt them all, 


Thou know'ſt the baſeneſs of my mind, 
Wayward, and impotent, and blind 
Thou know'ſt how unſubdu'd my will, 
Averſe to good, and prone to ill: 


Thou know'ſt how wide my paſſions rove, 
Nor check*d by fear, nor charm'd by love, 


Fain would I know, as known by thee, 
And feel the indigence I lee: 

Fain would I all my vileneſs own, 

And deep beneath the burden groan, 
Abhor the pride that lurks within, 
Deteſt, and loath myſelt and in. 


Ah, give me Lord, myſelt to feel, 
My total miſery reveal: | 

Ah, give me Lord, (I ſtill would ſay) 
An heart to mourn, an heart to pray; 
My bus'neſs this, my only care, 

My life, my ev'ry breath be pray'r. 


Scarce I begin my ſad complaint, 
When all my warmeſt wiſhes taint ; 
Hardly I itt my weeping eye, 

When all my kindling ardors die; 

Nor hopes, nor fears my boſom move, 
For ſtill I cannot, cannot love, 


Father, I want a thankful heart 
I want to taſte how good thou art, 
To plunge me in thy mercy's ſea, 
And comprehend thy lose to me; 


The 


104) 


The breadth, and length, and depth, and height 
Of love divinely infinite. 


Father, I long my ſoul to raiſe, 
And dwell for ever on thy praiſe, 
'Thy praiſe with glorious joy to tell 
In extacy unſpeakable : 


While the full pow'r of faith I know, 
And reign triumphant here below. 


HYMN CX. 


HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care; 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye: 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


When in tbe ſultry glebe I faint, 

Or on the thirſty mountain pant, 

To fertile vales and dewy meads 

My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 

Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip flow, 


Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 

My ſteadfait heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dreadful ſhade, 


Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious, lonely wilds I ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile, 

The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 

With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


HYMN 
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(ref) 
HVYNMN CXL 


E S U, thy boundleſs love to me 
No thought can reach, no tongue declare 3 ; 


0 knit my thankful heart to thee, 


And reign without a rival there; 
Thine wholly, thine alone I am: 
Be thou alone my conſtant flame. 


O grant that nothing in my ſoul 
May dwell, but thy pure love alone: 
O may thy love poſſeſs me whole, : 
My joy, my | treaſure, and my crown: 
Strange fires far from my ſonl remove, 
My ev*ry act, word, thought, be love. 


O love, how chearing is thy ray ? 
All pain before thy preſence flies! 
Care, anguiſh, ſorrow melt away, 
Where'er thy healing ſtreams ariſe : 

O Jeſu, nothing may I ſee, 

Nothing hear, feel, or think but thee ! 1 


Unweaned may I this purſue, 
Dauntleſs to the high prize aſpire, 
Hourly within my breaſt renew 
This holy flame, this heav'nly fire: 
And day and night be all my care 
To guard this ſacred treaſure there. 


My Saviour, thou thy love to me 

In want, in pain, in ſhame haſt how'd ; ; 
For me on the accurſed tree 
Thou poured'ſt forth thy guiltleſs blood, 
Thy wounds upon my heart impreſs, 
Nor aught ſhall the lov'd ſtamp efface. 


More hard than 1 is my heart, 
And foul with ſins of deepeſt ſtain: | 
K Bux 


10 


11 
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But thou the mighty Saviour art, 

Nor flow'd thy cleanfing blood in vain: 
Ah! ſoften, melt this rock, and may 
Thy blood waſh all theſe ſtains away. 


O that my heart, which open ſtands, 
May catch each drop, that tort'ring pain, 
Arm'd by my fins, wrung from thy hands, 
Thy feet, thy head, thy ev'ry vein : 
That ſtill my breaſt may heave with ſighs, 
Still tears of love o'erflow my eyes. 


O that I as a little child 
May follow thee, nor ever reſt, 


Till ſweetly thou haſt pour'd thy mild 


And lowly mind into my breaſt : 
Nor ever may we parted be, 
Till I become one ſpirit with thee, 


O draw me, Saviour after thee, 
So ſhall I run and never tire ; 


With gracious words ſtill comfort me; 


Be thou my hope, my ole deſire: 
Free me from ev'ry weight; nor fear 
Nor fin can come, if thou art here. 


My health, my light, my life, my crown, 
My portion and my treaſure thou ! 
O take me, ſeal me for thine own; 
To thee alone my ſoul I bow; 
Without thee all is pain, my mind 
Repoſe in nought but thee can find, 


Howe'er I rove, where'er I turn, 
In thee alone is all my reſt : 
Be thou my flame: within me burn, 
Jeſu, and I in thee am bleſt: _ 
Thou art the balm of life: my ſoul 
Is faint, O ſave, O make it whole ! 


What in thy love poſſeſs I not? 
My ſtar by night, my ſun by day, 


1 


My ſpring of life when parch'd with drou ght, 

wine to chear, my bread to ſtay, 
rength, my ſhield, my ſafe abode, 

10 robe before the throne of God! 


13 Ah love! thy influence withdrawn, 
What profits me that I am born? 
All my delight, my joy is gone, 
Nor know I peace till thou return ; 
Thee may I ſeek till I attain ; 
And never may we part again. 


0 


14 From all eternity with love 
Unchangeable thou haſt me view'd: 
E'er knew this beating heart to move, 
Thy tender mercies me purſu'd ; 
Ever with me may they abide, 
And cloſe me in on ev'ry ſide. 


15 Still let thy love point out my way, 
(How wondrous things thy love hath wrou ught!) 
Still lead me, leſt I go aſtray, 
Direct my work, 1nſpire my thought : 
And when I fall, ſoon may I hear 
Thy voice, and know that love 1s near. 


16 In ſuff 'ring be thy love my peace, 
In weakneſs be thy love my pow'r : 
And when the ſtorms of lite ſhall ceaſe, 
Jeſu, in that important hour, 
In death as life be thou my guide, | 
And fave me, who for me haſt dy'd ! M 


HY MN CA, 


1 HEE will I love, my ſtrength, my tow'r, 
Thee will I love, my joy my crown ; 
Thee will I love with all my pow'r, 
In all my works, and thee alone ! 
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Thee will J love, till rn 
Fill my whole ſoul with chaſte deſire. 


Ah! why did I ſo late thee know, 
Thee lovelier than the ſons of men? 
Ah ! why did I no ſooner go 
To thee, the only eaſe in pain? 
Aſham'd I ſigh, and inly mourn, 
That I 1o late to thee did turn. 


In darkneſs willingly I ſtray'd; 
I ſought thee, yet from thee I rov'd : 

Far wide my wand'ring. thoughts were ſpread, 
Thy creatures more than thee I lov'd : 

And now it more at length J fee, 

»Tis through thy light, and comes from thee. 


I thank thee, uncreated ſun, 
That thy bright beams on me have ſhin'd ; 
J thank thee, who haſt overthrown 
My foes and heal'd my wounded, mind: 
I thank thee, whoſe enliv'ning voice 
Bids my free heart in thee rejoice, 


Uphold me in the doubtful race, 
Nor ſuffer me again to {tray ; 
Strengthen my teet, with ſteady. pace 
Still to preſs forward in thy way : 
My foul and fleſh, O Lord of might, 
Fill, fatiate with thy heav'nly light. 


Give to my eyes refreſhing tears, 

Give to my heart chaſte, hallow'd fires, 
Give to my ſou), with filial fears, 

The love that all heav'n's hoſt inſpires, 
That all my you "Ts, with all their might, 
In thy ſolz glory may unite, 


Thee will I love, my joy, my crown; 
Thee will I love, my Lord, my God; 
Thee 


( 109 ) 
Thee will I love, beneath thy frown 
Or ſmile, thy ſcepter or thy rod : 


What though my fleſh and heart decay ? 
Thee ſhall I love in endleſs day! 


HYMN CXII.. 


I Love divine, what haſt thou done ? 
Th' immortal God hath dy'd for me! 
The Father's co-eternal Son 
Bore all my fins upon the tree; 
Th' immortal God for me hath dy'd ! 
My Lord, my love is crucify'd! 


2 Behold him all ye that paſs by, 

The bleeding Prince of life and peace; 
Come ſee, ye worms, your Maker die, 
And ſay, Was ever grief like his! 
Come feel with me his blood apply'd : 

My Lord, my love 1s crucity'd ! 


3 Ts crucify'd for me and you, 
To bring us rebels near to God: 
Beheve, believe the record true : 
We all are bought with Jeſu's blood; 
Pardon for all flows from his fide : 
My Lord, my love is crucity'd ! 


4 Then let us fit beneath his croſs, 
And gladly catch the healing itream, 
All things tor him account but loſs, 
And give up all our hearts to him : 
Of nothing ſpeak or think beſide: 
My Lord my love is crucify'd ! 


K 3 HYMN 


0 
HYMN CXIV. 


God of our forefathers, hear, 
And make thy faithful mercies known, 
To thee through Jeſus we draw near, 
Thy ſufffring, well-beloved Son, 
In whom thy ſmiling face we ſee, 
In whom thou art well-pleas'd with me. 1 


yo 


2 With ſolemn faith we offer up, 
And ſpread before thy glorious eyes 
Thar only ground of all our hope, 
That precious, bleeding ſacrifice, 
Which brinys thy grace on ſinners down, 
And perfects all our ſouls in one. 


Acceptance through his only name, 
Forgiveneſs in his blood we have; 
But more abundant life we claim 
Through him who dy'd our ſouls to ſave, 
To ſanctity us by his blood, 
And fill with all the lite of God. 


Father, behold thy dying Son, 
And hear his blood that ſpeaks above, 
On us let all thy grace be ſhown, 
Peace, righteouineſs, and joy and love; 
Thy kingdom come to ev'ry heart, 


And all thou haſt, and all thou art. 


HYMN CXV. 


HOU hidden ſource of calm repoſe, 
Thou all-ſufficient love divine, 

My help and refuge from my foes, 
Secure I am, if thou art mine; 

And lo! from fin, and grief and ſhame 

I hide me, Jeſus, in thy name, 


Thy 0 


(in) 


Thy mighty name ſalvation is, 

And keeps my happy ſoul above, 
Comfort it brings, and pow'r and peace, 
And joy, and everlaſting love: 
To me with thy dear name are giv'n 
Pardon, and holineſs, and heav'n. 


Jeſu, my all in all thou art, 
My reſt in toil, my eaſe in pain, 
The med'cine of my broken heart, 
In war my peace, in loſs my gain, 
My ſmile beneath the tyrant's frown, 
In ſhame my glory and my crown, 


In want my plentiful ſupply, _ 

In weakneſs my almighty pow'r, 
In bonds my perfect liberty, 

My light in Satan's darkeſt hour, 
In grief my joy unſpeakable, | 
My lite in death, my heav'n in hell. 


HYMN CXVI. 


HOU hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
| Whoſe depth unfathom'd no man knows, 
I tee from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly I ſigh for thy repoſe : 
My heart 1s pain'd, nor can it be 
At reſt, till it finds reſt in thee. 


Thy ſecret voice invites me ſtill 
The ſweetneſs of thy yoke to prove: 
And tain I would: but though my will 
Seems fix'd, yet wide my paſſions rove ; 
Yet hindrances ſtrew all the way ; 
I aim at thee, yet from thee ſtray. 


FTis mercy all, that thou haſt brought 


My mind to ſeek her peace in thee ! 
| Yet 
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Vet while I ſeek, but find thee not, 


No peace my wand'ring foul ſhall ſee 
O when ſhall all my wand'rings end, 
And all my ſteps to thee-ward tend, 


4 Ts there a thing beneath the ſun 
That ſtrives with thee my heart to ſhare ? 
Ah! tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of ev'ry motion there: 
Then ſhall my heart from earth be free, 
When it has found repoſe in thee. 


5 Ohide this ſelf from me, that I 
No more, but Chriſt in me may live! 
My vile affections crucity, - 
Nor let one darling luſt ſurvive: 
In all things nothing may I ſee, 
Nothing deſire or ſeek but thee. 


6 O love thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
To ſave me from low-thoughted care: 
Chaſe this ſelf-will through all my heart, 
Through all 1ts latent mazes there : 
Make me thy duteous child that I 
Ceaſeleſs may Abba Father cry. 


7 Ah no! ne'er will I backward turn: 
Thine wholly, thine alone Jam! 
Thrice happy he, who views with ſcorn 
Earth's toys, for thee his conſtant flame: 
O help, that I may never move . 
From the bleſt footſteps of thy love! 


8 Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart that lowly waits thy call“! 
Speak to my inmoſt ſoul and ſay, ä 
I am thy lov e, thy God, thy all! 7 
To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love be all my choice. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CXVI. 


INNERS, rejoice, your peace is made 
' YourSaviour on the croſs hath bled : 
Your God, in Jeſus reconciPd, 

On all his works again hath ſmil'd : 


Hath grace through Chriſt and bleſſings giv'n, 
To all on earth and all in heav'n. 


Angels rejoice in Jeſu's grace, 


And vie with man's more favour'd race, 


The blood that did for us atone, 
Conterr'd on you ſome gift unknown, 
Your joy through Jeſu's pain. abounds, 
Ye triumph by his glorious wounds. 


Him ye beheld, our conq'ring God, 


Return with garments rolPd in blood; 
Ye ſaw, and kindled-at the fight, 

And fill'd with ſhouts the realms of light, 
With loudeſt Hallelujahs meet | 

And fell and kiſs'd his bleeding feet. 


Nor angel-tongues can e'er expreſs 

Th' unutterable happineſs, 

Nor human hearts can e'er conceive, £4 
The bliſs wherein through Chriſt they live; 
But all your heav'n, ye glorious'pow'rs, 


And all your God is doubly ours 
HYM N CXVIII. 


AIN T is my head, and fick my heart, 


While thou doſt ever, ever ſtay ! 
Fixt in my. ſoul I feel thy dart, 
Groaning I feel it night and day: 
Come Lord, and ſhew thyſelt to me, 
Or take, O take me up to thee ? 
; Canſt 
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Canſt thou with-hold thy healing grace! 
So kindly laviſh of thy blood ; 

When ſwiftly trickling down thy face, 
For me the purple current flow'd | 

Come, Lord, &c. 


When man was loſt, love look'd about, 
To ſeek what help in earth or ſky ; 

In vain : for none appear'd withaut; | 
The help did in thy boſom lie ! 

Come, Lord, &c, 


There lay thy Son : but left his reſt, 
Thraldom and mis'ry to remove 
From thoſe who glory once poſſeſt, 


But wantonly abus'd thy love: ; 
Come, Lord, &c, 


* 


He came 0 my Redeemer dear! 

And canſt thou after this be ſtrange, 
Nor yet within my heart appear? 

Can love like thine or fail, or change? 
Come, Lord, &c, 


But if thou tarrieft, why muſt 1? 
My God, what is this world to me! 
This world of woe—hence let them fly, 
The clouds that part my ſoul and thee : 
Come, Lord, &c, | 


Why ſhould this weary world delight, 
Or ſenſe th' immortal ſpirit bind? 
W hy ſhould frail beauty's charms invite, 


The trifling charms of woman-kind ? 
Come, Lord, &c, 


A ſigh thou breath into my . 
And carthly joys I view with ſcorn: 


10 
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Far from my ſoul, ye e depart, 
Nor mock me with your vain return ! 
Come, Lord, &c. 


Sorrow and fin, and loſs, and pain, 
Are all that here on earth we ſee ; 


Reſtleſs, we pant for eaſe in vain, 


In vain—tll eaſe we find in thee, 
Come, Lord, &c. 


Idly we talk of harveſts here, 
Eternity our harveſt is: 

Grace brings the great ſabbatic year, 
When ripen'd into glorious bliſs. 


Come, Lord, &c. 


O looſe this frame, life's knot untie, 
That my free ſoul may uſe her wing; 
Mow pinion'd with mortality, 
A weak, entangled, wretched thing * 
Come, Lord, &C, 


Why ſhould I longer ſtay and groan | 
The moſt of me to heav'n 1s fled : 

My thoughts and joys are thither gone; 
To all below I now am dead. 

Come, Lord, &c, 


Come, deareſt Lord, my ſoul's deſire _ 
With eager pantings gaſps for home: 
Thee, thee my reſtleſs hopes require: 
My fleth and ſpirit bid thee come : 
Come, Lord, &c, 
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HY MN. CXIX. 


What ſhall T do my Saviour to praiſe ? 
— So faithful and 9 So plenteous in grace ? 
So ſtrong to deliver, So good to redeem 
The weeks believer T hat hangs upon him. 


» How happy the man Whoſe heart is ſet free, 
The people that can Be joyful in thee ! 
Their joy is to walk in The light of thy face, 

And ſtill they are talking Of Jeſus's grace. 
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3 Their daily delight Shall be in thy name, 
They ſhall as their right Thy righteouſneſs claim; 
Thy righteoufneſs wearing, And cleans d by thy 

blood, 
Bold ſhall they appear in The preſence of God. 


4 For thou art their boaſt, Their glory, and power, 
And I alſo truſt To ſee the glad hour, 
My ſoul's new creation, A life from the dead, 
The day of ſalvation, That lifts up my head. 


For Jeſus, my Lord, Is now my defence, 

I truſt in his word; None plucks me from thence ; 
Since I have found favour, He all things will do, 
My King and my Saviour Shall make me anew. 


6 Yes, Lord, 1 ſhall fee The bliſs of thine own, 
Thy ſecret to me Shall ſoon be made known; 
For ſorrow and ſadneſs I joy ſhall receive, 
And ſhare 1 in the gladneſs Of all that believe. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CXX. 


1 LL thanks to the Lamb, who gives us to meet; 
His love we proclaim, His praiſes repeat; 
We own him our Jeſus Continually near, 
To pardon, and bleſs us, And perfect us here. 


2 In him we have peace, In him we have pow'r, 
Preſerv'd by his grace Throughout the dark hour, 
In all our temptation Ke keeps us to prove 
His utmoſt ſalvation, His fulneſs of love, 


3 Through pride and defire Unhurt we have gone, 
Through water and fire With us he went on; 
The world and the devil By him we o'ercame, 
Our Jeſus from evil, For ever the ſame, 


4 When we would have ſpurn'd His mercy and grace, 
To Egypt return'd, And fled trom his face, 
He hinder'd our flying, (His goodneſs to ſhew) 
And ſtopt us by crying, Will ye alſo go?“ 


5 O what ſhall we do Our Saviour to love ? 
To make us anew, Come, Lord from above! 
The fruit of thy paſſion, Thy holineſs give, 

Give us the ſalvation Of all that believe. 


6 Come, Jeſus, and looſe The ſtammerer's tongue, 
And teach even us The ſpiritual ſong : 
Let us without ceaſing Give thanks for thy grace, 
And glory and bleſſing, And honour and praiſe. 


% Pronounce the glad word, And bid us be free: 
Ah, haſt thou not, Lord, A blefling for me? 
The peace thou haſt given, This moment impart, 
And open thy heaven Of love*in my heart. 


| > HYMN 
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5 I'S finiſn'd! tis done! 
The ſpirit 18 fled, 
The priſ 'ner is gone, 
The Chriſtian is dead! 
The Chriſtian is living | 
Through Jeſus's love, 
And gladly receiving 


A kingdom above. 


All honour and praiſe 
Are Jeſus's due ; 
Supported by grace | 
He tought his way through; 
Triumphantly glorious 
Through Jetus's zeal, 
And more than victorious 


O'er ſin, death and hell. 


Then let us record 
The conq'ring name, 

Our captain and Lord | 
With ſhoutings proclaim ; 

Who truſt in his paſſion, 
And follow our head, 

To certain ſalvation 


We all ſhall be led. 


O Jeſus, lead on 
Thy militant care, 
And give us the crown 
Of righteouſneſs there; 
Where dazzled with glory 
The ſeraphim gaze, 
Or proſtrate adore thee, 
In filence of praiſe, 


6 
Come, Lord, and diſplay 
Thy ſign in the ſky, 
And bear us away 
To manfions on high ; 
The kingdom be given, 
The purchaſe divine, 
And crown us in heaven c 5 
Eternally chinese * 


H Y MN CXxXII.“ 


E ſervants of God. 
Your Mafter proclaim, 
And publiſh abroad 
His wonderful name. 
The name all- victorious, 
Of Jeſus extol ; 
His kingdom is glorious, 
And rules over all, 


The waves of the fea 
Have lift up their voice, 
Sore troubled that we 
In Jeſus rejoice : 

The floods they are roaring, 
But Jeſus 1s here, 

While we are adoring, 
He always 1s near. 


Men, devils engage, 

The billows ariſe, 
And horribly rage, 

And threaten the ſkies: 
Their fury ſhall never 

Our ſtedfaſtneſs ſhock, 
The weakeſt believer 

Is built on a rock. 
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God ruleth on high, 
Almighty to ſave, 
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And ſtill he is nigh, 
His preſence we have; 
The great congregation 
His triumphs. ſhall fing, 
Aſcribing ſalvation 
Io Jeſus our King. 


Salvation to God 

Who ſits on the throne “ 
Let all: ery aloud 

And honour the Son ! 
Our Jeſus's praiſes 

The angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, 

And worſhip the Lamb, 


Then let us adore, 
And give him his right, 
All glory and pow'r, 
And wiſdom and might, 
All honour, and bleſſing 
With angels above, 
And thanks never ceaſing, 
Aud infinite love, 


HY MN CxxIII. 
"AN OD of unexampled grace, 
5 exampled grace 


Redeemer of mankind, 
latter of eternal praiſe 
We in thy paſſion find; 
Still our choiceſt ſtrains we bring, 
Still the joyful theme purſue, 
Thee the friend of finners ſing, 
Whole love 15 ever new. 


Endleſs ſcenes of wonder riſe 
With that myſterious tree, 
Crucity'd before our eyes, 
Where we our Maker fee ; 
Tefus,. 
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Jeſus, Lord, what haſt thou done! 
Publiſh we the death divine, 
Stop, and gaze, and fall, and own 

Was never love like thine ! 


Never love nor ſorrow was 
Like that my Jeſus ſhew'd ; 
See him ſtretch'd on yonder croſs, 
And cruſh'd beneath our load! 
Now diſcern the Deity 
Now his heav'nly bicth declare! 
Faith cries out, Tis he, tis he, 
My God that ſuffers there ! 


H YM N CXXIV. 


ESUS drinks the bitter cup: 
The wine-preſs treads alone, 
Tears the graves and mountains up 
By his expiring groan : 
Lo the powr's of heav'n he ſhakes ; 
Nature in convulſions lies, 
Earth's profoundeſt center quakes, 
The great Jehovah dies! 


Dies the glorious cauſe of all, 
The true eternal Pan, 
Falls to raiſe us from our fall, 
To ranſom ſinful man: 
Well may Sol withdraw his light, 
With the ſufffrer {ympathize, 
Leave the world in ſudden night, 
W hile his Creator dies. 


Well may heaven be cloath'd with black, 
And ſolema ſackcloth wear, 

Jeſu's agony partake, 
The hour ot darkneſs ſhare ; 


of "i Mourn 
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Mourn th*aſtoniſh'd hoſts above, 
Silence ſaddens all the ſkies, 
Kindler of ſeraphic love, 
The God of angels dies. 


O my God, he dies for me, 

I feel the mortal ſmart! 

See him hanging on the tree 
A ſight that breaks my heart! 

O that all to thee might turn! 
Sinners, ye may love him too, 
Look on him ye piere'd, and mourn: 

For one who bled for you. 


Weep o'er your deſire and hope 
With tears of humbleſt love ;. 
Sing, for Jeſus is gone up, 


And reigns enthron'd above ! 


Lives our head to die no more, 


Pow'r is all to Jeſus giv'n, 
Worſhipp'd as he was before,. 
Th'immortal King of heav'n.. 


Lord, we bleſs thee for thy grace 
And truth which never fail, 
Hali'ning to behold thy face 
Without a dimming vell : 
We ſhall fee our heav'nly King, 
All thy glorious love proclaim,, 
Help the angel choirs to fing 
Out dear triumphant Lamb, 


HYMN CXXV. 


ESU let thy pitying eye 
] Call back a wand'ring ſheep, 
Falſe to thee, like Peter, I 

Would tain like Peter weep ; _ 


Let 
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Let me be by grace reſtor'd, 
On me be all long-ſuff*ring ſthewn ; 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of ſtone. 


2 Saviour, Prince, enthron'd above, 
Repentance to 1mpart, 
Give me through thy dying love 
The humble contrite heart: 
Give what J have long implor'd, 
A portion of thy grief unknown, 
Turn, and look, &c.. 


3 In reſtoring love again, 
O Jeſus, viſit me, | 
Give me back that pleaſing painz, 
That blefled miſery : 
Now thy tend'ring grace afford, 
And make me thine afflicted one :: 
Turn, and look, &c.. 


4 Harder than the flinty rock 
My ſtubborn heart remains, 
Till I feel thy mercy's ſtroke, 
I only bite my chains: 
Sinning on, though ſelf-abhorr'd,. 
As devils in their chains I groan 2: 
Turn, and look, &c. 


For thine own compaſſion's ſake 
The gracious wonder ſhew, 
Caſt my fins behind thy back, 
And waſh me white as ſnow: 
Tf thy bowels now are ſtirr'd 
It now I would myſelf bemoan,. 
Turn, and look, &c, 


See me, Saviour, from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die; 
Life, and happineſs,” and love 
Drop from thy gracious eye: 
Speak 
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Speak the reconciling word, 
And let thy merey melt me down: 
Turn, and look, &c. 


7 Look as when thine eye purſu'd 
The firſt apoſtate man, 
Saw bim welt'ring in his blood, 
And bade him riſe again; 
Speak. my paradiſe reſtor'd, 
Reſtor'd by thy free grace alone: 
Turn, and look, &c. 


8 Look as when hy pity ſaw 
Thine own i a ſtrange land, 
Forc'd tobey the vrant's law, 
And feel his bea y hand: 
Speak the ſoulredeeming word, 
And out of Egypt call thy fon; 
Turn and look, &c. | 


9 Look as when thy weeping eye 
The bloody city view'd, 
Thoſe, who fon'd, and doom'd to die 
The prophets and their God: 
I deſerve their ſad reivard, 
But this my gracious day I own : 
Turn, and lock, &c. 


10 Look as when thy grace beheld 
The harlot in diſtreſs, 
Dry 'd her tears, her pardon ſeal'd, 
And bade her go in peace: 
Foul like her, and ſelf-abhorr'd, 
I at thy feet for mercy groan : 
Turn, and look, &c. 


11 Look as when condemn'd for them 
Thou did'ſt thy followers ſee, 
6 Daughters of ſeruſalem, 
Weep for yourſelves, not me!“ 
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Am I by * God deplor'd, 
And ſhall I not myſelf bemoan ? 
Turn, and look, &c. 


12 Look as when thy languid eye 
Was clos'd that we might live, 
Father (at the point to die 
My Saviour gaſp'd) forgive! 
Surely with that dying word 
He turns, and looks, and cries, *Tis done! 
O my bleeding, loving Lord, 
Thou break'ſt my heart of ſtone ! 


HYMN CXXVI. 


, AMB of God, whoſe bleeding love 


We now recal to mind, 
Send the anſwer from above, 
And let us mercy find; 
Think on us who think on thee, 
And every ſtruggling ſoul releaſe ; 
O remember Calvary, | 
And bid us go in peace. 


2 By thine agonizing pain, 
And bloody ſweat, we pray, 
By thy dying love to man, 
Take all our ſins away; 
Burſt our bonds, and ſet us free, 
From all iniquity releaſe, 
O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace. 


3 Let thy blood by faith apply'd, 
The finner's pardon ſeal, 
Speak us freely juſtify'd, 
And all our fickneſs heal: 
By thy paſſion on the tree, 
Let all our g:1ets and troubles: ceaſe : 


O remember 
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O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace. 


4 Never will we hence depart, 

Till thou our wants relieve, 

Write forgiveneſs on our heart, 
And ail thine image give: 

Still our ſouls ſhall cry to thee, 

Till pertected in holineſs; 

O remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in peace. 


HYMN CXXVII. 
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Ah! whither ſhall I fly! 
Ever gaſping after reſt, 

I cannot find it nig, 
Naked, fick, and poor, and blind, 
Faſt bound in fin, and miſery, | 
Friend of finners,. let me find. 
My help, my all in thee. 


2 Who my mis'ry can relate, 

My depth of woe reveal ? 

I have left my firſt eſtate, 

In hapleſs Adam fell. 

Driven out of my abode, 

I now have loſt my perſect bliſs, 

Fallen, fallen out of God, 

And baniſh'd paradife. 


3 I am all unclean, unelean, 
Thy purity I want, 
My whole heart 1s fick of fin 
And my whole head is faint: 
Full of putrifying ſores, | 
Of bruiſes and of wounds, my foult 
Looks to Jeſus; help implores, 
And gaſps to be made whole. 


T RETCHED, helpleſs and diſtreſt, 
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& Tn the wilderneſs J ftray, 
My fooliſh heart is blind, 
Nothing do I know, the way 
Of peace I cannot find : 
Jeſu, Lord, reſtore my tight, 
And take, O take the ' veil away, 
Turn my darkneſs into light, 
My midnight into day.“ 


5 Naked of thine image, Lord, 
| Forſaken and alone, 
Unrenew'd and unreſtor'd, 
I have not thee put on: 
Over me thy mantle ſpread, 
Send down thy likeneſs trom above, 
Let thy goodneſs be diſplay'd 
And wrap me in thy love, 


6 Poor, alas! thou know'ſt J am, 
| And would be poorer till, 
See my nakedneſs and ſhame, 
And all my vilenefs feel: 
No good thing in me reſides, 
My ſoul is all an aching void, 
Till thy Spirit here abides, 
And I am fill'd with God. 


7 Jeſu, full of truth and grace, 
In thee is all I want: 
Be the wand'rer's reſting-place, 
A cordial to the-faint ; 
Make me rich, for I am poor, 
In thee may I my Eden find, 
To the dying, health reſtore, 
And eye-light to the blind. 


8 Cloath me with thy holineſs, 
Thy meek humility ;* 
Put on me thy glorious dreſs, . 
Endue my ſoul with thee ; 
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Loet thine image be reſtor'd, 
Thy name and nature let me prove, 
With thy fulneſs fill me, Lord, 

And perfect me in love. 


HYMN CxxXVII. 


I OV E Divine, all loves excelling, 
Joy of heav'n to earth come down; 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, x 
All thy faithful mercies crown ; 
Jeſu, thou art all compaſſion, 
Pure unbounded love thou art, 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart. 


2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit 

Into ev'ry troubled breaſt ; 

Let us all in thee inherit, 
Let us find that ſecond reſt : 

Take away rg hah of ſinning, 
Alpha and Omega be, 

End of faith as its beginning, 
Set our hearts at liberty, 


3 Come, almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive, 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave: 
Thee we would be always blefling, 
Serve thee as thy hoſts above, 
Pray, and praiſe thee, without ceaſing 
lory in thy perfect love, 


4 it! hy new creation, 

1 potleſs let us be; 
Let th at ſalvation 

Pecte®'. in thee: 


Chang d 
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Chang'd from glory into glory, 
Till in heaven we take our place, 
Till we caſt our crowns before thee : 
Loſt in wonder, love, and praiſe ! 


HYMN CXXIX. 


Ha. of thy church ttiumphant, 


We joy fully adore thee; 

Till thou appear, 

Thy members here 
Shall fing like thoſe in glory. 
We lift our hearts and voices; 
With bleſt anticipation: 

And cry aloud, 

And give to God. 7 

The praiſe of our ſalvation. 


While in affliction's furnace, 

And paſſing through the fire, 
Thy love we praiſe, 
Which knows no days, 

And ever brings us nigher: 

Me clap our hands exulting 

In thine almighty favour: 
The love divine | 
Which made us thine, 

Shall keep us thine for ever. 


Thou doſt conduct thy people 
Through torrents of . 
Nor will we fear, 
While thou art near, 
The fire of tribulatien: ,, a, 
The world, with ſin and Sata“ 
In vain our march oppRN¼¼,]̊ ty + 45; 
By thee we ſpall „ 5 
Break through them ali, 
And fing the for of Moſes, 
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4 By faith we ſee the glory 
Jo which thou ſhalt reſtore us, 
The croſs deſpiſe 
For that high prize 
Which bu haſt ſet before us : 
And if thou count us. worthy, 
We each, as dying Stephen, 
Shall fee thee ſtand 
52 At God's right hand, 
To take us up to heav'n. 


HYMN - CXXX. 


ITI praiſe my Maker while I've breath, 
[| And when my voice is loſt in death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler pow'rs ; 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While life, and thought, and being laſt, 
Or immortality endures, 


2 Happy the man whoſe hopes rely 
On Iſrael's God; he made the ſky, 
And earth, and ſeas, with all their train ; 
His truth for ever ſtands ſecure ; 
He ſaves th" oppreſt, he feeds the poor, 
And none ſhall find his promiſe vain. 


3 The Lord pours eye-ſight on the blind, 
The Lord ſupports the fainting mind; 
He ſends the lab'ring conſcience peace: 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 
The widow and the katherleſs, 
And grants the pris'ner ſweet releaſe, 


4 III praiſe him while he lends me breath, 
And when my voice is loſt in death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler pow'rs 3 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While life and thought and being laſt, 
Or unmortality endures, 
HYMN 
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GOD, of good th“ unfathom'd ſea, 
Who would not give his heart to thee ? 
Who would not love thee with his might ? 
O Jeſu, lover of mankind, 
Who would not his whole foul and mind 
With all his ſtrength to thee unite ? 


Thou ſhin'ſt with everlaſting rays; 

Before th' inſufferable blaze, » 
Angels with both wings veil their eyes: 

Yet 5 as air thy bounty ſtreams 

On all thy works, thy mercy's beams, 
Diffuſive as the ſun's ariſe. 


Aſtoniſh'd at thy frowning brow, 1 
Earth, hell and heav'ns ſtrong pillars bas 
Terrible majeſty is thine ! 


Who then can that vaſt love expreſs, 


Which bows thee down to me, who leſs 
Than nothing am, till thou art mine! 


High thron'd on heav'ns eternal hill, 


In number, weight, and meaſure {till 
Thou ſweetly order'ſt all that is: 

And yet thou deign'ſt to come to me, 

And guide my ſteps that I with thee 
Enthron'd, may reign in endleſs bliſs. 


Fountain of good, all bleſſing flows 


From thee ; no want thy fulneſs knows: 


What but thyſelf can'ſt thou deſire? 
Yes : ſelf-ſufficient as thou art, 
Thou doſt deſire my worthleſs heart; 

This, only this thou doſt require. 


M 3 Prime va! 
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& Primeval beauty! in thy ſight 
The firſt-bofn "faireſt ſons of _ 
See all their brighteſt glories fade : 
What then to me thine eyes could turn? 
In fin conceiv'd, of woman born, 


A worm, a leaf, a blait, a ſhade ! 
Hell's armies tremble at thy nod, 
And trembling own th'almighty God, 
Sov*reign of earth, hell, air, and ſky ; 
But who is this that comes from far, 
Whoſe garments roll'd in blood appear? 
Tis God made man tor man to. dice 


O God, of good th' unfathom'd ſea, 

Who would not give his heart to thee ? 
Who would not love thee with his might? 
O Jeſu, lover of mankind, | 
Who would not his whole ſoul and mind, 

With all his ſtrength to thee unite ? 


HYMN CXXXEHL 
 QOLDIERS of Chrift, ariſe, 


And put your armaur on, 
Strong in the ſtrength which God ſupplies 
Through his eternal Son ; 
Strong in the Lord of hoſts, 
And in his mighty pow'r, 
Who in the ſtrength of Jeſus truſts, 

Is more than conqueror, | 


Stand then in his great might, 
With all his ſtrength endu'd, 
And take to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of Gd; 


Wh. 


That having all things done, 
And all your conflicts paſt, 


Ye may o'ercome through Chriſt alone, 


And ſtand entire ar laſt. 


2 Stand then againſt your foes: 
In cloſe and firm array, 
Legions of wily frends oppoſe 
Throughout the evil day; 
But meet the ſons of night, 
But mock their vain deſign, 
Arm'd in the arms of heav'nly light, 
Of eee divine. 


4 Leave no ungvarded' place, 

No weakneſs. of the ſoul, 

Take ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace, 
And fortify the whole ;, 
Indiſſolubly, join'd, 

Io battle all procced; 

But arm yourſelves with all the mind 
That. was in. Chriit your head. 


5 Let truth. the girdle be, 
That binds your armour on, 
In faithful, firm fincerity. 
To Jeſus cleave alone; 
Let faith and lore combine: 
To guard your valiant brealt 
The plate be righteouſneſs divine, 
Imputed:and impreſt. 


6 Still let your feet be ſhod, 
Ready his will to do, 
Ready in all the ways of God 
His glory to purſue; 

Ruin is ſpread beneath, 
The eee, put on, 


And ſafe through all the ſnares of death, 


To lite eternal run. 
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7 But above all, lay hold 

On faith's victorious ſhield, 
Arm'd with that adamant and gold, 
Be ſure to win the field: _ 
If faith ſurround your heart, 
Satan ſhall be ſubdu'd ; 
Repell'd his ev'ry fiery dart, 

And quench'd with. Jeſu's blood. 


8 eſus hath dy'd for you! 
hat can his love withſtand ?- 
Believe, hold faſt your ſhield, and who 
Shall pluck you from his hand ?: 
Believe, that: Jeſus reigns, 
All pow'r to him is given; 
Believe, till freed from ſin's remains, 
Believe yourſelves to heav'n. 


Your rock can- never ſhake ;. 

Hitber, he ſaith, come up! 
The helmet of ſalvation take, 

The-confidence of hope : 

Hope for his perfect love, 

Hope tor his people's reſt, 

Hope to ſit down with Chriſt above, 
And ſhare the marriage - feaſt. 


10 Brandiſh in faith till then 
The Spirit's two-edg'd ſword, 
Hew all the ſnares of fiends and men 
In pieces with the Word: 
% Tis auritten: This apply'd- 
Battles their ſtrength and art, 
Spirit and ſoul with this divide, 
And joints and marrow part. 


11 To keep your armour bright, 
Attend with conſtant care, 
Still walking in your captain's ſight, 
And watching unto pray'r ; 


a 4 
"Be" 


Ready 
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Ready for all alarms, atten pre, 
Stedfaſtly ſet your face; | 


And always exerciſe your arms, 95 5 


And uſe your ev'ry grace. 


12 Pray, without ceaſing pray, 
(Your captain gives the word) 
His ſummons chearfully obey, 
And call upon the Lord: 
To God your ev'ry want 
In inſtant pray'r diſplay, 
Pray always, pray and never faint;, 
Pray without ceaſing, pray. 


13 In fellowſhip; alone, 

To God with faith draw near, 

Approach his courts, beſiege his thron& 
With all the pow'rs of pray'r: 
Go to his temple, go, 

Nor from his altar move: 

Let ev'ry houſe his worſhip know, 

And ev'ry heart his love.. 


24 To God your ſpirits dart, 
Vour ſouls in words declare; 
Or groan to him who reads the heart, 
| Th* unutterable pray'r : 
His mercy. now implore, | 
And now ſhew forth his praiſe,, 
In ſhouts, or filent awe, adore 


His miracles of grace. 


5 Pour out your ſouls to God, 
And bow. them with your knees,. 
And ſpread your hearts and hands abroad,, 
And pray for Sion's peace; 
Your guides and brethren bear 
For ever on your mind'; _ 
Extend the arms of mighty pray 'n 
In graſping all mankind. 2 
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16 From ſtrength to ſtrength go on, 

Wreſtle, and fight, and pray, 

Tread all the pow'rs of darkneſs down, 
And win the well-fought day; 
Still let the Spirit cry 
In ali his ſoldiers, Come, 

Till Chrift the Lord deſcends from high, 
And takes the conq'rors home. 


HYMN CXXXIII. 


» A WAY, my unbelieving fear! 
Fear ſhall in me no more have place; 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 
He hides the brightneſs of his face: 
But ſhall I therefore let him go, | 
And baſely to the tempter yield? 
No, in the ſtrength of Jeſus, no! 
I never will give up my ſhield, 


” 


Although the vine its fruit deny, 
Although the olive yield. no oil, 
The withering fig- tree droop and die, 
The field elude the tiller's toil, 

The empty ftall no herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating race, 

Yet will I triumph in the Lord, 
The God'of my ſalvation praiſe. 


2 Barren although my foul remain, 
And no one bud of grace appear; 
No fruit of all my toil and pain, 
Bur, fin, and only fin is here; 
Although my gifts and comforts loſt, 
My blooming hopes cut off J ſee, 
Yet will I in my Saviour truſt, 


And glory that he dy'd für me, 


4 2 ; 
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In hope believing againſt hope, 
1 my Lord and God I claim, 
Jefus, my ſtrength, ſhall lift me up, 
Salvation is in Jeſu's name: 
To me he ſoon ſhall bring it nigg, 
My foul ſhall then outſtrip the wind, 
On wings of love mount up on high, 
And leave the world and fin behind. 


H Y M N CXXXIV.” 


1 God of all grace, 
Thy goodneſs we praiſe, | 
Thy Son thou haſt given to die in qur places 


2 With joy we approve, 
The deſign of thy love; 
'Tis a wonder on earth, and a wonder above. 


=< Tongue cannot explain 
That love of God-man, ; 
Which the angels defire to look into in vain, 


4. It dazzles our eyes : 
Thought cannot ariſe, 
To find out a cauſe why the Invite dies, 


5 Or if pity inelin'd 
Him to die for mankind, 
The ground of his pity what ſeraph can find ! 


6 He came from abore, 
Our curſe to remove : 


He hath lov'd, he hath lov'd us, becauſe he qavould 


leaks, 


7 Love moy'd him todie, 
And on this we rely, 


He hath lov'd, he hath lov'd us we cannot tell | SOPs 


8 But this we can tell, 
He hath lov'd us ſo well | 
As tolay down his life to redeem us from hell, 


He 
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9 He hath ranſom'd our race; 
O how ſhall we praiſe, 
Or worthily fing thy unſpeakable grace. 


10 Nothing elſe will we know 
In our journey below, 
But ſinging thy grace to thy paradiſe go. 


11 Nay, and when we remove 
To the manſions above, 


Our heaven ſhall ſtill be to ſing of thy Pre. 


12 Thrice bappy employ; 
We there ſhall enjoy 
A fulneſs of pleaſure that never can cloy. 


T3 The heavenly quire 
With us ſhall afpire, 
And gladly our loving Redeemer admire. 


14 © Thy wonders of grace 
The angels ſhall praiſe, 
Yet ever come ſhort in their loftieſt lays, 


15 We all ſhall commend 
The love of our friend, 
For ever beginning what never ſhall end. 


16 When time is no more, 
We ſtill ſhall adore 
Thy ocean of love without bottom or ſhore, 


17 | For this do we wait; 
Come, Lord, and tranſlate 
Our ſouls to their perfectly glorious eſtate, 


„18 O haſten the day; 
He will not delay, | 
But quickly return, and conduct us aways 


5 E're long we ſhall fly 
To the regions on high, 
For Iſrael's ſtrength cannot vary or tye. : 


20 He ſoon ſhall appear, 
| He more than draws near, 
or Jeſus is come, and Eternity's here. 
H YM N 
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* For an heart to praiſe my God! 
An heart from tin ſet free, 
An heart that always feels thy blood 
So freely ſpilt for me! 


2 An heart reſign'd, ſubmiſſive, meek, 
My dear Redeemer's throne, 
Where only Chriſt is heard to ſpeak, 
Where jeſus reigns alone, 


3 An humble, lowly, contrite heart, 
Beheving, true, and clean 
Which neither life, nor death, can part 
From him that dwells within. 


4 An heart in every thought renew'd, 
And fill'd with love divine, N 
Periect, and right, and pure, and good, 

A copy, Lord, of thine. 


5 Thy tender heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And melts at human woe: 
Jeſu, for thee diſtreſt T am, 
I want thy love to know. 


6 My heart, thou know'ſt, can never reſt 
Till thou create my peace, A 
Till of my Eden re-poſleſt, 
From ſelf and fin I ceaſe. 


7 Fruit of thy gracious lips, on me, 
Beſtow the peace unknown, 
The hidden manna, and the tree 
Of lite, and the white ſtone. 


38 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart, . 
Come quickly from above ; 
Write thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new, beſt name of love, 3 
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OME Holy . Ta 'aly Dore, 

With all thy quick'ning powr' Sy 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love 
In theſe cold hearts of ours, 


Look how: we grovel here below, 
Fond of thele trifling Toys: 

Our Souls how heavily they go 
To reach eternal Joys. 


In vain we tune our formal Songs, 
In vain we ftrive to riſe; 

Hoſannas languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies, 


+ © 
: 


Father, ſhall we then Eber Tee 
At this poor dying rate; 


Our love ſo faint, fo cold to thee, 


And thine to us ſo great? 


Come, Holy Spirit, beav *nly dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs: 

Come ſhed abroad a Saviour's love, 
And that ſhall kindle ours. 


HYMN CXXXVIL 


Lord, incline thy gracious ear, 
My plaintive ſorrows weigh, 
To thee for ſuccovr I draw near, 
To thee I humbly pray. 


Still Wil call with lifted eyes; 
Come, O my God, and King, 
Till mou. tegard m ceefeleſs cries, 

And full d<liv'rance bring, 
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3 On thee, O God of purity, 
I wait for hallowing grace: 
None without holineſs ſhall ſee 
The glories of thy face, | 


4 In ſouls unholy and unclean 
Thou never canſt delight; 
Nor ſhall they, while unſav'd from fin, 
Appear before thy ſight, 


5 But all who put their truſt in thee, 
Thy mercy ſhall proclaim, 

And ting with chearful melody, 
Their dear Redeemer's name. 


6 Protected by thy guardian grace 
They ſhall extol thy pow rr, 
Rejoice, give thanks, and ſhout thy praiſe, 
And triumph evermore, 


7 They never ſhall to evil yield, 
Defended from above, 
And kept and cover'd with the ſhield 
Of thine almighty love, 


$ ToFather, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Who ſweetly all agree, 
To fave a world of ſinners loft, 
Eternal glory be. 


H Y M N OXXXVI0. 


H E N, gracious Lord, when ſtall it be 
That 1 ſhall find my all in thee, 
The fulneſs of thy promiſe. prove, 
The ſeal of thine eternal love? 


2 A poor, blind child, I wander here, 
If haply I may feel thee near ; 
O dark, dark, dark, (I ſtill muſt ſay) 
Amid the blaze of goſpel day 
N Thee, 


* 
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3 Thee, only thee I fain would find, 
And caſt the world and fleſh behind; 
Thou, only Thou to me be giv'n, 

1 Oft all thou haſt in earth or heav'n. 


4 When from the arm of fleſh ſet free, 
Jeſu, my ſoul ſhall fly to thee : 
Jeſu, when TI have loſt my all, 

My ſoul ſhall on thy boſom fall, 


5 Whom man forſakes, Thou wilt not leave, 
Ready the outcaſts to receive, 
Though all my ſimpleneſs I own, 
Andall my faults to thee are known, 


6 Ah! wherefore did I ever doubt? 
Thou wilt in no wiſe caſt me out, 
An helpleſs ſoul that comes to thee 

With only fin and miſery. 


7 Lord, I am fick: my ſickneſs cure : 
I want; do thou enrich the poor: 
Under thy mighty hand I ſtoop, 

O lift the abject ſinner up. 


8 Lord, I am blind; be thou my fight : 
Lord, I am weak: be thou my might; 
An helper of the helpteſs be, 
And let me find my all in thee, 


HY M N CXXXIX. 


x O! he comes with clouds deſcending, 
Once for favour'd ſinners flain : 
| Thouſand thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train: 
l'] | Hallelujah, 
God appears on earth to reign, 


Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold him 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty, 
Thoſe, who ſet at nought and ſold him 
Pierc'd and nail'd him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing 


Shall the true Methah ſee, 


The dear tokens of his paſſion 
Still his dazzling body bears, 
Cauſe of endiefs exultation 
To his ranſom'd worſhippers ; 
With what rapture 
Gaze we on thote glorious fcars ! 


Yea, amen ! let all adore thee. 
High on thine eternal throne ; 
Saviour, take the pow'r and glory, 

Claim the kingdom for thine own; 
JAH, EHOVAH, 
Everlaſting God, come down! 


HYMN CXL. 


6 O ME thou conq'ror of the nations, 


On thy great white horfe appear! 
Earthquakes, dearths, and deſolatious 
Signity thy kingdom near: 
True and faithful, 


Stabliſh thy dominion here. 


Thine the kingdom, pow'r, and glory, 
Thine the ranſom'd nations are; 


Loet the heathen fall before thee, 


Let the iſles thy pow'r declare; 
Judge and conquer 


All mankind in righteous war, 


Thee let all mankind admire, 


Object of our joy and dread! 8 
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Flame thine eyes with heav'nly fire, 
Many crowns upon thy head 
But thine eſſence, 
None, except thyſelf, can read, 


A Yet we know our Mediator, 
By the Father's grace beſtow'd, 
Meanly cloth'd in human nature, 
Thee we call the Word of God: 
Fleſh thy veſture, 
Dipt in thy own ſacred blood, 


5 Follow'd by the hoſt of heaven, 
(White their robes, their courſers white) 
Come, and let the word be given, 
Let thy ſword the nations ſmate ; 
With thy judgments, 
With thine iron ſcepter fight, 


6 Captain, God of our ſalvation, _ 
Thou who haſt the - wine-preſs trod, 
Borne th' Almighty's indignation, 
Quench'd the fierceſt wrath of God, 
Take the kingdom, 
Claim the purchaſe of thy blood. 


7 On thy thigh and veſture written, 
Shew the world thy heav'nly name, 
That with loving wonder ſmitten, 
All may glorify the Lamb, 
Alt adore thee, 
All the Lord of lords proclaim. 


8 Honour, glory, and falvation, 
To the Lord our God we give, 
Pow'r and endleſs adoration, 
Thou art worthy to receive 
Reign triumphant, 
Kipg of kings, for ever live! 
HYMN 
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OME on my Panter in diſtreſs, 
My comrades through the wilderneſs, 
Who ſtill your bodies feel! 
Awhile forget your griefs and fears, 
And look beyond the vale of tears 
To that celeſtial hill. 


- Beyond the bounds of time, and ſpace, 

Look torward to that happy place, 
The ſaint's ſecure abode, 

On faith's ſtrong eagle pinions riſe 

And force your "patlage to the ſkies, 

And fcale the mount of God, 


See where the Lamb in glorv ſtands, 
Incircled with his radiant bands 

And join th'angelic pow'rs; 
For all that height of glorious bliſs, 
Our everlaſting portion is, 

And all that heaven is ours. 


Who ſuffer for our Maſter here, 

We ſhall before his tace appear, 
And by his fide tit down; 

To patient faith the prize is ſure, 

And all that to the end endure 

The crols, ſhall wear the crown. 
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Thrice bleſſed bliſs-inſpiring Hopes ; 
It lifts the fainting ſpirit up! 
It brings to lite the dead ! 
Our conflicts here ſhall ſoon be 0 
And you and I aſcend at lait, 
Triumphant wich our head. 
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That great myſterious Deity | 
We ſoon with open face {hill ſecommes 
The beatific fight 


N 3 Shall 
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Shall fill the heav'nly courts with praiſe, 
And wide diffuſe the golden blaze 
Of everlaſting light! | 


'The Father ſhining on his throne, 
The glorious ca-eternal Son, 
The Spirit one and ſeven, 
Conſpire our rapture to compleat, 
And lo! we fall before his feet, 
And filence heightens heaven. 


In hope of that extatic pauſe, 

Jeſus, we now ſuſtain thy croſs, 
And at thy footſtool fall, 

Till thou our hidden life reveal, 

Till thou our raviſh'd ſpirits fill, 
And God is all in all. 


HYMN CXLI. 


Jeſu, ſource of calm repoſe, 
Thy like nor man nor angel knows, 
Faireſt among ten thouſand fair, 
Ev'n thoſe whom death's fad fetters bound, 
Whom thickeſt darkneſs compaſs*'d round, 
Find light and life, if thou appear, 


Fffulgence of the light divine, 
E'er rolling planets knew to ſhine, 
E'er time its ceaſeleſs courſe began; 
Thou when th'* appointed time was come, 
Didſt not abhor the virgin's womb, 
But God with God—wert man with man. 


The world, fin, death, oppoſe in vain, 
Fnou by thy dying Death halt ſlain, 
My great Deliv'rer and my God ; 
In vain does the old dragon rage, 
In vain all hell its pow'rs engage; 
None can withſtand thy conq'ring blood. 8 
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Lord over all, ſent to fulfil 

Thy gracious Father's ſov'reign will, 
To thy dread ſcepter will I bow; 

With duteous rev*rence at thy feet, 

Like humble Mary, lo! I fir, —_ 
Speak, Lord, thy ſervant heareth now, 


Renew thine image, Lord, in me, 
Lowly and gentle may I be, 
No charms but theſe to thee are dear: 
No anger may'it thou ever find, 
No pride in my unruffled mind, 
But faith and heav*n-born peace be there. 


A patient, a victorious mind, 

Which life and all things caſt behind, 
Springs forth obedient to thy call; 

An heart which no deſire can move, 

But ſtill t' adore, believe and love, 
Give me, my Lord, my life, my all. 


HY M N CXLIII. 


NJ God of my ſalvation hear, 
And help a ſinner to draw near, 
With boldneſs to the throne ot grace: 
Help me thy benefits to ling, 
And ſmile to ſee me feebly bring 
My humble ſacrifice of praiſe. 


I cannot praiſe thee as I would, 
But thou art merciful and good; 

I know thou never wilt deſpiſe 
The day of ſmall and feeble things, 
But bear me till on eagle's wings 

To all the heights of love I riſe. 


A vile backſliding ſinner, I 
Ten thouſand deaths deſerve to die, 
Yet ſtill by ſov'reign grace I live: 
3 Saviour, 
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Saviour, to thee I ſtill look up, 
I ſee an open door of hope, 
And wait thy fulneſs to receive. 


How ſhall T thank thee for the grace, 
The truſt I have to ſee thy face, 
When fin ſhall all be purg'd away ! 
The night of doubts and fears is paſt, 
The morning-ſtar appears at laſt, 
And I ſhall fee thy perfect day. 


Already, Lord, I feel thy pow'r, 
Preſerv'd from evil ev'ry hour, 
My great preſerver I proclaim, 
Safety and ſtrength in thee I have, 
I find, I find thee ſtrong to fave, 
And know that Jeſus is thy name. 


By faith I ev'ry moment ſtand, 
Strangely upheld by thv right hand, 
I my own wickedneſs eichew ; 
A ſinner, I am kept from fin, 
And thou ſhalt make me pure within, 
And thou ſhalt form my ſoul anew, 


HYMN CXLIV. 


ES U, lover of my ſoul, 
Let me to.thy boſom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempeſt ſtill is high: 
Hide me, O my Saviour hide, 

Till the ſtorm of life is paſt; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

O receive my ſoul at laſt. 


Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on thee : 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me: 
All 


( 149 ) 


All my truſt on thee is ſtay'd, 

All my help from thee I bring: 
Cover my defenceleſs head, 

With the ſhadow of thy wing, 


3 Thou, O Chriſt, art all I want, 


More than all in thee I find: 
Raiſe the fallen, chear the faint, 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind; 
Juſt and holy is thy name, 
I am all unrighteouſneſs ; 
Falſe, and full of fin, Iam, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 


Grace to cover all my in: 
Let the healing ſtreams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within ; 
Thou of life the fountain art, | 
Freely let me take of thee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart, 
Riſe to all eternity. 


HYMN CXLV. 


1 ſhepherd of Iſrael, and mine, 
The joy and defire of my heart, 
For cloſer communion I pine, 
I 1 to reſide where thou art; 
The paſture I languiſh to find, 
Where all who their ſhepherd obey, 
Are fed—on thy boſom reclin'd, 
Are ſcreen'd from the heat of the day. 


2 Ah ſhew me that happieſt place, 


That place of thy people's abode, 
Where ſaints in an roy gaze, 
And hang on a crucify'd God: 


#- > POR F 
4 8 * 2 Ls N F 1 "EP 1 0 * 
——— A — u—gks, ——— an — 22 - << 
TFP ˙.AA w — — 
I N : ogy - — — > i - — 4 
. a ' 4 P 
I Fg 2 * * * — . 4 

* * as 


( 250 ) 


Thy love for a ſinner declare, 

Thy paſhon and death on the tree, 
My ſpirit to Calvary bear, 

To ſuffer and triumph with thee. 


Tis there with the lambs of thy flock, 
There only I covet to reit, 
To he at the foot of the rock, 
Or riſe to be hid in thy breaſt; 
"Tis there I would always abide, 
And never a moment depart, 
Conceal'd in the clift of thy fide, 
Eternally held in thy heart. 


HYMN CXLVI. 


When ſhall we ſweetly remove ! 
O when ſhall we enter our reſt! 
Return to the Sion above, 
The mother of {jpirits diſtreft !- 
That city of God the great King, 
Where ſorrow and death are no more, 
But ſaints our Immanuel fing, 


And cherub and ſeraph adore. 


Not all the archangels can tell 
The joys of that holieſt place, k 
Where Jeſus 1s pleas'd to reveal 
The light of his heavenly face; 
When caught in the rapturous flame, 
The fight beatifie they prove, 
And walk in the light of the Lamb, 
And baſk in the beams of his love, 


Who then upon earth can conceive, 
The bliſs that in heav'n they ſhare ? 

Who then this dark world would not leave, 
And chearfully die to be there ? 


O Saviour, 


5 


O Saviour, regard our complaints, 
Array'd in thy majeſty come, 

Fulfil the defires of thy ſaints, 
And ſuddenly gather us home. 


Thou know'ft in the ſpirit of pray'r, 
We groan thy appearing to ſee, 
Re ſign'd to the burden we bear, 
But longing to triumph with thee. 
*Tis good at thy word to be here, 
"Tis better in thee to be gone, 
And fee thee in glory appear, 
And riſe to a ſhare of thy throne. 


To mourn for thy coming is ſweet, 
To weep at thy longer delay, 

But thou whom we haſten to meet 
Shalt chaſe all our ſorrows away: 
The tears ſhall be wip'd from our eyes 

When thee we behold in the cloud, 
And echo the joys of the ſkies, 
And ſhout to the trumpet of God, 


Come then to thy languiſhing bride, 

Who went'ſt to prepare us a place, 
Receive us with thee to abide, 

And reſt in thy mercy's embrace: 
Our heaven of heav'ns be this 

Thy fulneſs of mercy to prove, 
Implung'd in the glorious abyſs, 
And loſt in the ocean of love. 


HYMN CXLVII. 
Ja, help thy fallen creature ! 


Conq'ror of the world thou art ; 
Stronger than the fiend, and greater 
Than this poor rebellious heart ; 


( 182 ) 


Pow'r I know to thee is giv'n, 
Pow'r to ſentence or releafe, 

Pow'r to ſhut and open heav'n; 
Thou alone haſt all the keys. 


Open then, in great compaſſion, 
Open mercy's door to me, 

Out of mighty tribulation 

Bring me forth thy face to ſee: 
O cut ſhort my days of mourning, 

Quickly to my reſcue come, 
Let me ſuddenly returning 

Reach my everlaſting home, 


3 Hear me, Lord, myſelf bemoaning, 

 Baniſh'd from my native place, 

Languiſhing for God, and groaning, 
To appear before thy face: 

From this bodily oppreſſion, 

Set my earneſt ſpirit free, 

Give me now the full poſſeſſion, 
Let me now thy glory ſee, 


4 If thou ever didſt diſcover 
To my faith the promis'd land, 
Bid me now the ſtream paſs over, 

On that heav'nly border ſtand : 

Now ſurmount whate'er oppoſes, 
Into thy embraces fly ; 

Speak the word thou ſpak'ſt to Moſes, 
Bid me get me up and die. 


HYMN CXLVIII. 


1 H E voice of my beloved ſounds, 
| While ober the mountain-tops he bounds, 
| He flies exulting o'er the hills, 
And all my ſoul with tranſport fills! 
Gently doth he chide my ſtay, 
"7 Riſe, my love, and come away.” 


. The 


r 


2 The ſcatter'd clouds are fled at laſt, 
The rain 1s gone, the winter paſt, 
The lovely vernal flow'rs appear, 
The warbling choir enchant our ear; 

Now with ſweetly penfive moan, 
Cooes the turtle-dove alone. 


HYMN CXLIX. 


1 TES Us, my love, my life, my peace, 
Jeſus is mine and I am his, 
His bride, his dear-bought property, 
Who lov'd, and gave himſelf for me: 
Joy and glory of my ſoul, 
While eternal ages roll ! 
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Come, let us aſcend, - - 
Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly dove, 
Come, thou conq'ror of the nations, 
Come on my partners in diſtreſs 
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Enflav'd to ſenſe, to pleaſure prone, 
Extended on a curſed tre, 
F.ternal depth of love divine, 
Eternal pow'r, whoſe high abode, 
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| Father, our hearts we lift, — 


From whence theſe dire portents around, 


Father, how wide thy glories ſhine, 
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Faint is my head, and ſick my heart, 
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Holy Lamb, who thee receive, 
Hark, dull ſoul, how ev'ty thing 
Hail the day that ſees him rife, 
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Happy ſoul, that ſafe from harms 
How ſad our ſtate by nature is, 
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Lord, if thou the grace impart, 
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Let earth and heaven agree, - 
Lo God 1s here, let us adore, 

Lamb of God, whoſe bleeding love 
Love divine, all loves excelling, 
Lo he comes, with clouds deſcending, 
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